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* Now venture on a more ſublime ſubject than 
| I has hitherto employed my pen, from a delire 
Wor knowing whether my abilities will bear a farther 


rial. This is a curioſity which ought to influence 
every man. The public are too apt to diſcourage 


Fa young poet who has ſucceeded in one branch of 
poetry, and are for confining him to that only in 
which he has been once ſucceſsful as his ne p/us 
ultra as if that alone was the very thing in which 
She could ſhew the whole ſtrength of his genius 


hen, perhaps, ſome external circumſtance, or a. 


mere accident, rather thafi any particular impulſe, 
determined his choice, | 
Though a poet who attempts the ſublimer parts 


N happy execution of his voluntary taſk, To evolve 


a vaſt variety of things, to trace the motives cf ac= * 
tions to their original ſource, to draw characters, 


and through intricate occurrences gradually to ope:, 
intereſting events, is attended with a thouſand plea- 
ſures. Nature is to him an inexhauſtible magazine, 
whence true genius collects every materia! RH he 


ornament or embellith his favourite object: then is 


the whole mind inaction, and talents are 2wakened 


g which would very probably have otherwiſe lain 


dormant and unknown. 


etry were not intitled to regard from the pu- 
Iblie, he would find himſelf amply rewarded in the > . 
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iv THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 

But it will be ſaid, At this rate, we ſhall have no- 
thing to read but epic poems and trzged*'-s. They 
who are apprehenſive of ſuch a misfortune ſhould 
know, that when I ſay ſuch compoſitions will give 
greater and more various pleaſures than little pieces 


to the poet, I mean, it will alſo be the ſame with 


the reader. However, few have leiſure or inclina- | 
tion for large performances: moſt men are taken 
up with occupations of a different nature : many 


will chufe to pay their addreſſes to a leſs coy mil- * 
treſs than the epic muſe, and I dare propheſy, we 


ſhall never be without maſter-pieces in every branch 
of poetry, - 4 } 

Far be it from me to depreciate the light and 
ſportive works of fancy: for though I wiſh for more 
Homers, I yet think Aſop and Anacreon cannot 
be too much admired. 


J have taken for my ſubject a ſcripture-hiſtary. The 


latter, I will ſuppoſe, are ſomewhat advanced in 


years, and have, by being immerſed in buſineſs, and x 


the arduous taſk of growing rich, been prevented 
irom looking into new books: theſe have a zeal for 


the honour of their religion, and retain all the pre- 


judices they imbibed in their youth againſt poetry, ' 
. having drawn their knowledge of that divine art 

from ſpecimens, which, a very few excepted, were 

neither worthy to be known cx valued. 

A poet, in the times of their youth, was eſteemed, | 
even by ſenſible Germans, only as a droll fellow, a | 
Find of buſfoon, But to thoſe who have peruſed 
the Bible with ſo little ſenſe of its beauties, as to 
make a fin of this undertaking, I have nothing to 
ſay : they muſt be void of taſte, and to reaſon with 
them would be as ridiculous aseto carry a lantern 
before the blind. It is to thoſe who are capable 


of reſſection, I would now addreſs myſelf. 
I would 


* # 
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to whatever is becoming and praile-worthy, 


conveying in the cleareſt, and moſt {tri 


THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. * 


I would wiſh theſe to obſerve, that the works 
which made poets be conſidered in a contemptible 
light, were wrote in an age when peetry was in 
its wretched declenſion, and far from its original 
and genuine dignity. 

It has always been in the retinue of religion, 
and is of no ſmall ſervice to it, being the molt e- 
nergetic method of conveying ſentiments of virtue 
and devotion. It affords a noble delight to the 
underſtanding, it improves the heart, and excites 


But to anſwer theſe ſalutary purpoſes, even when 
it relaxes and ſports, its wit mute be decent and 
pure; and have a tendency to create a contempt. 
for ribaldry and profaneneſs. Poetry of the lopſe 
kind I deſpife and deteſt from my very ſoul. 

Under the conduct of prudence, virtue, and 
good manners, poetry may be allowed to take its 
ſubject from the great truths of our holy religion. 
What can be more proper for the exerciſe of genius 
than the ſacred hiſtory? As Chriſtians we aſſent to | 
its truth : As Chriilians we are all equally con- 
cerned in its important events. fs Je 

The poet, if he has the happy art of illuſtrath 
the characters he draws from divine hiſtory, i 
what is probable and pleaſing, and ping dem 


in an inſtructive view, will have an opporttltitgzoF® ©. 


_ f 


ner, the falutary influences of religion al ty 
into the hearts of all claſſes of men, and will be 
read with pleaſure by peopie in every fituation. 

it this be attempted by a head unequal to the 
taſk, fuch compoiitions, I allow, may do more | 
harm than good: but is not this equally the caſe” 
with all injudicious expoſitions ? 72 

This liberty with the ſacred hiſtory has been 
eg in all nations, and among us gven at the time 
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Jo chess ſlaves of mode I would whiſper it as a 


vi THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 

of the reformation, none took umbrage at the dra- 
matic pieces taken from the ſcriptures: theſe were 
publicly allowed, though their principal merit was 
the good intention of their authors, the poetry 
being far from elegant, 

But a new objector itarts up, and cries, At this 
rate the Bible will become a mere fable. I would 
aſk him, if this has been the fate of profane hiſto- 
ry? Hemer and Virgil took the ſubje& of their 
poems from ancient hiſtory ; but whoever thought 
of adjuſting thoſe hiſtories by their poems? or 
who ever, in reading their works, irhagined them 
to be hiſtorians, or conſidered them in any other 
light than as poets ? 

There is yet another numerous claſs of people 
to whom I muſt pay my court: theſe are they who 
are too exceſſively polite to reliſh heroes who have 
a ſenſe of piety; who talk of religion, who are ſe- 
rious, and affect neither railery nor wit. 

Characters drawn from thoſe exhibited in the 
of thinking, muſt make a ſtrange appearance 
theſe ſons of faſhion. Such manners |! ſuch con- 
verſation | to them my heroes will appear as odd 
<reftures as thoſe of Homer did to the French, who 
were offended that they were not Frenchmen. 


d 


2 ſegret, that being myſelf young, and, like them, 
fond of applauſe, I will, in order to obtain their 


} 
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of the world. 


ſuffrages, which are of mighty importance to my 
happineſs, give this ſubject a new dreſs. 

I will introduce an amorous intrigue, for what 
is an epic poem without a love adventure? Abel 


ſhall be a languiſhing petit maitre ; Cain, à rough 


captain of the Coſſacks: and nothing ſhall come 
from the lips of Adam, that is not in character 
from an hoary Frenchman, hackney'd in the ways 
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PREFACE. 


HE work from which this is attempted, is 

wrote by Mr. GessNeR, of Zurich in Swiſ- 
ſerland, The rapidity of the ſale does honour to 
the taſte of the Swiſs and the Germans, it having 
paſſed through three editions in one year, 


The ſubje& is the death of ABEL, which is the 
moſt — event recorded in the ſacred hiſto- 
ry, from the fall to the deluge. 

The poet has had the art to intereſt us in the 
diſtreſſes of our primeval parents, and their i _ 
diate deſcendants, by the lively and affeting mat 
ner in which he manages the paſſions, and by te | 
graces and truth he throws into his pailitings, _ | 
while he deſcribes the ſimple manners ti firſt 
inhabitants of the earth, 3 

All our author's works, of which this is the firſt 
that has been tranſlated into Engliſh, are wrote in 
a kind of looſe poetry, unſhackled by the tagging 
of rhymes, or counting of ſyllables. This method 
of writing ſeems perfectly ſuited to the Clan 
language, and is of a middle ſpecies between verſe 
and proſe: jt has the beauties of the firſt, with the 
eaſe of the laſt. 


nil The TRANSLATOR's PREFA 0 E. | 

Iteis not however petuliar to Mr. Geſſner'ʒ for 
, in this manner the great Fenelon wrote his Tele- 
* + machus, of which the public will ſoon be fayours 
| ed with an elegant tranſlation by the able hand of 


Dr. Hawkeſworth. 11 
Of this attempt I am not qualified to ſpeak : 
4 were I to decry it, I ſhould be deemed guilty of 
{\ affectation; if ſincere, I ſhould be certainly arro- 


gant and rude in offering it to th®publicz and to 
praiſe it would be preſumption. 4 


But I will venture to ſay, that I flatter myſelf 
my copy has eſcaped any glaring deformity, tho? 
it may want many of the almoſt inimitable graces 
of the charming original. That painter muſt be 
; indeed a dauber who could make a diſagreeable 
!' picture, while he attempted to copy a Raphael or 


2 


af ſp Titian. : * 


Such as it is, I leave it to the candour of the 

— readerg.believing, that, notwithſtanding the loud % 

. er ef univerſal depravity, no one will, without A 
6 F FLY and in mere wantonneſs of cruelty, con- 


nthe aſſiduous efforts of a female pen. 
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IIb ea repoſe in ſilence, thou ſoſt pipe; 


no more I render thee vocal, no more I 
chant the ſimple manners of the ruſtic ſwain. I 
would raiſe my voice to balder ſtrains, and in har- 
monious lays rehearſe the adventures of eu, pri- 
meval parents after their dreadful fall. I would 
celebrate him, who, ſacrificed by a brother's fury, | 
his duſt firſt mingled with the earth. 5 
thou noble enthuſiaſm that warm'ſt and fi the 
mind of the rapt poet, who, during the 
hours of night, contemplateſt in the thick grove, 
or at the fide of a clear ftream, enlightened by the 
moon's pale lamp; ſeiz'd by a divine transport, 
imagination takes her flight, and witch held wi 
traverſing the regions of created ſubſtanews, pene- 
trates into the diſtant empire of poſſibilities: diſ- 
covering with clear view the marvellous that ca 
rivites, and the beautiful that inchants. Loaded 
with. treaſure, ſhe returns to arrange and conſtru&j. | 
AerFarious materials. Taught by reaſon my” h 
and reject, ſhe, with a wiſe economy, W 
What forms harmonious relations. Dellghrful e 7 
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ployment ! laudable conſtancy ! I honour the bard 
who, to excite ſentiments of virtue in the yielding 
heart, watches the nocturnz l ſong of the graſhop- 
per, till the riſing of the morning- ſtar. Poſterity 
will crown the urn of a poet, who conſggrates his 
talents to virtue and to innocence : his name ſhall 
not be forgot : his reputation ſhall bloom with un- 
fading verdure, while the trc;, hies of the proud con- 
queror ſhalt moulder ia the duſt, and the ſuperb 
mauſoleum of the tyraut ſhall ſtand unknown in 
the midſt of a deſert. where human feet have made 
| no path. Few, *tis true, who have ventured on 
1 theſe noble ſubjects, have receiv'd from nature the 
| gift of ſinging well; but the attempt is laudable: 
to it I conſecrate my moments of leiſure, and all 
my folitary walks, 

The tranquil hours had juſt given Aurora: the 
| tint of the roſe, and diſpell'd the vapours of night 
„ that had hover'd over the ſhadowy earth, while the 
ſunybeginning to dart his firſt rays behind the black 
cedars of the mountains, ting'd with radiant purple 
the half enlighten'd clouds; when Abel and his 

beloved Thirza left their leafy couch, and repair'd 
to aingighbouring bower, compoſed of interwoven 
je dine and roſes, The tendereſt love and the 
pureſt virtue ſhone with mildeſi beams in the fine 
blue eyes of 'Thirza, and gave attractive graces to 
the carnation of her cheeks: while her fair locks, 
waving jn ringlets on her ſnowy neck, and hang- 
ing with becoming negligence down her back, 
added to the beauty of her fine and delicate form. 
Thus ſhe walk'd by the ſide of Abel, whoſe bigh 
forehead was ſhaded with ringlets of the pgleſt 
brown, reaching no lower than his ſhoulgers, An 
Fir of thought and rellection was agreeably mind | 
wich the ſweet ſerenity of his looks, and hę mov s 
withithe eaſy grace of an angel, who, charg'd * 
0 t 
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THE DEATH OF ABEL. 11 


the gracious beheſts of the Moſt High, becomes 
viſible to the raptur'd ſaint in an human form 
but the veil he aſſumes is of ſuch raviſhing beauty, 
that through it ſhines the angel. Thirza, with a 
look of affection, and a tender ſmile, cry'd, O my 
love, now che birds awake and begin to chant their 
morning-ſong, let me hear the bymn you yeſter- 
day ſang in theſe ſmiling paſtures, and let me join 
alſo in the rapturous employment of praiſing the 
Lord. The melody of thy lips inſpires my heart 
with an holy tranſport, and nothing can charm me 
more than to hear thee utter, in proper terms, the 
ſenſations I feel, but am unable to expreſs. Abel 
tenderly embracing her, reply'd, My lovely Thirza, 
thy requeſt ſhall be immediately granted. I no 
ſooner read thy wiſhes in thine eyes, than with a 
lover's haſte I ſtrive to fulfil them. They then 
ſeated themſelves in the fragrant bower, whoſe 
entrance was gilded by the morning-ſum ud 
Abel thus began. ” 
Retire, O ſleep, from every eye. Fly, ye hover- 
ing dreams; reaſon again reſumes her throne ; a- 


gain ſhe illuminates the mind, as the morningeſun - 


enlightens the fertile earth, We hail thee, . 
ſplendent Sun ! who darteſt thy beams from behind 
the cedars: thy friendly rays give light and colour 
to re-animated nature, and every beauty fmiles 
with new-born graces. ä 
Retire, O ſleep, from every eye. Fly, ye hover- 
ing dreams, to the ſhades of night. Where are 
now the ſhades of night? They have fled to the 
caves of the rocks; they wait us in the thick grove ; 


we hall find them there, and be refreſh'd by their 
dDoolneſs during the ſultry heat of noon. Seg where 
the new-born day firſt wakes the eagle; [where on 
the glittering ſummits of the rocks, and the ſhining 
des of the mourtains, exhalations aſcend and ne. 

Wh wit 
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with the pure air of the morning, as the ſmoke of 
burnt-offerings ariſes from the altar. Thus Nature 
celebrates the returning light, and pays to Nature's 
God the ſacrifice of grateful praiſe. Praiſe him 
all things that exiſt ; praiſe him whoſe wiſdom 
and goodneſs produc'd and preſerves all. Ye 


ſpringing flowers, exhale the ſweets he gave you in 


his praiſe, Ye wing'd inhabitants of the grove, 
pour forth the melody of your little throats to his 
praiſe, who gave you voice and melody; while the 
majeſtic lion pays him honour with the terrors of 
his mouth, and makes the caverns of the rocks re- 
echo his praiſe, Praiſe God, O my ſoul ! praiſe 
God the Creator and Preſerver. Let the voice of 
man reach thy throne, O Lord, before that of thy 
other creatures: in the grey twilight, at the dawn 
cf the morning, while the birds and beaſts yet 
ſleepy may my ſolitary ſong find acceptance, and 
inis the reviving creation to praiſe Thee, the 
Creator and Preſerver. How magnificent are thy 
works, O God! wiſdom and goodneſs are ſtamp'd 
on all. Wherever I turn my eyes, I perceive -the 


trages of thy bounty; each ſenſe is tranſported, 


awd conveys their-infinite beauties to my raviſh'd 
mind. O God! weak and frail as I am, fain 
would I attempt thy praiſe. What induc'd thee, 
Maker Datiporent | for ever happy in thyſelf, to 
call from nothing this gay creation ? What induc'd 
thee, thou Self-exiſtent, to form man out of the 
duſt, and to give him the breath of life? It was 
thine infinite goodneſs. Thou gaveſt him being, 
that thou might'ſt confer on him bappineſs. O 


- ſmiling morn! in thee I ſee a lively image of the 
Work of the great Creator, when the ſun 9 45 


the yapaurs of the horizon, and drives ni 


fore his. ſteps, all nature revives with venewed 
luſtre. The Almighty ſpoke; filence and — 
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f heard his voice: he commanded, and myriads of 
- living creatures emerg'd from the teeming earth, 

8 flutter'd in the air with variegated plumage, and 

x KM render'd the aſtoniſh'd woods vocal with the praiſes 

a ol the beneſicent Creator. Earth, again hears the 

e voice of her Almighty Maker: the heaving clods 

a riſe in innumerable ſhapes, and burſt into life and 

„ motion. The new-form'd horſe bounds o'er the 
8 Y; verdant turf, and neighing ſhakes his mene; while 

» {2 the ſtrong lion, impatient fo free himſelf from tre 

f _Ncumbrons earth, attempts his firſt roaring. A hill 

- FTateemivg with life, appears in motion: it burſts, it 

e ſinks, and from it ſtalks the huge unweildy ele- 
fF phant. Theſe are thy works, O thou Omnipotent! 

y Each morn thou call tt thy creatures from ſleep, 
na the image of non-*xiltence ; they awake ſurround- 

t Ny ed by thy bounties, aad joiu unanimous to chant 

4 tmp praiſe, The time will come, when thy praiſe 

e hall reſound from every corner of the peapled 

y earth; when thine altars ſhall blaze on every hill, ; 
d gend man ſhall celebrate thy wonurous works from 

e che rifing to the ſetting day. ' 
l, 8 Lius ſang Abel, ſeated by his beloved Thirza. 
4 MK He ceagd; yet the, fill'd with a divine tranſporty + 
n ſeem'd ſtill to hear. At length encircling him in 
>, ß her ſnowy arms, while her eyes beam'd tenderneſs, 

o ſhe cried, O my love! the muſic of thy lips raiſes 
4 my mind to God, Thy endearing care not only 
E protects my feebler body; but under thy direction 

18 my foul itſelf takes her flight: thou art her guide 


7 amidſt the obſcurity of daubt and darkneſs: thy 

wiſdom diſſipates the clouds, aud turns her aſtoniſh- 1 
ment into devout ecſtaly. How often havg I, in- 
{pir'd by gratitude, render'd thanks to God Mot 
High for having created me for thee, and the fer- 
met O my love! unanimous in every with, we were” | 
form d to bleſs each other. . * „ 
While ſhe ſpoke, conjugal tenderneſs diFus'd in- 

> B expreſ- 
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expreſſible graces on every word and every geſture. 
Abel remain'd ſilent ; but his ſoften'd look, while 
ke ſnatch'd her to his boſom, and the tear juſt 
ſtarting from his gliſtening eye, ſpoke unutter- 
| able love. Thus happy was man, thus pure his 
delights. The fruitful earth reſreſh'd and fitted 


; 
4 him for action by her bounties. Contented with 
F neceſſaries, he aſks of Heaven only virtue and 
A health. I. uxury and diſcontent had not yet fill'd 


| him with inſatiable defires, which, inventive of F 
N numberleſs wants, bury happineſs under a load of 
"Rt ſplendid miſeries. An union of heart then form'd , 9 
the nuptial tie. No fear of waſting penury, or the 66 
| frown of a tyrannic parent; no low ambition, no 
9 want of lands or gold, then kept the ſoft maid ſrom 
| the fond boſom of the youth ſhe lov'd. Theſe cares 
i are thy gifts, O Luxury! 
| Abel and Thirza were ſtill ſeated, when Adam 
4 and Eve enter'd the bower. They had liſten'd with 
delight to the ſong of Abel, and had heard Thirza 
vent the effuſions of her fondneſs. They now ten- 
derly embrac'd their children, while their hearts 
expanded with parental affection, and a lively joy 
glow'd on their cheeks. 1 | 
Mahala, Cain's ſpouſe, had ſollowed the fost- MF 
ſteps of her mother, and had been witneſs to the 
N bappineſs of her brether and ſiſter. Her pure mind 
* was free from envy, baleſul paſſion! Let dejection 
ſat on her countenance, a mild languor appear'd in 
her eyes, ſorrow had faded the bloom once ſeen 
| on her now pallid check. She had heard Thirza 
+ expreſs her gratitude to heaven, for having been 
ih created for Abel, and he for her. Their mutual 
0 tenderneſs forc'd tears from her eyes, and iighs 
rom ber pain'd boſom, while ſad remembrauge 
drew the compariſon between the two huſbands. 
But ſoon ſhe wip'd away the pearly drops, and with 
0 2 re- 
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a graceful ſmile enter'd the bower, where with cor- 
dial aſfection ſhe ſaluted her brother and ſiſter. 

At the ſame time Cain paſling by the fragrant 
| ſhade, had heard Abel's melodious voice, and had 
& beheld his delighted father tenderly embrace him. 
At this ſight Envy fix'd her envenom'd ſting in his 
W heart, and be, giving a ſurious look at the bower, 
f cry'd, What ſigus of joy are here]! What food ca- 
reſles]! I might ſing too, were my days, like his, 


-38 were ſporting, or cropping the green herbage: but 
J am not made for ſinging. Rugged labour is my 
inheritance: tho'I turm the glebe; tho? I break the 
W itabborn earth, curſt for my father's fin with bar- 
W rennefs, yet my fatigues meet no uch ſond rewards: 
did my ſoſt brother but toil, liks me, one day be- 
$$ neath the ſcorching ſun, 'twou'd ſpoil his muſic; 
he'd thrill no ſongs -- What, more erabraces! how 


youth be pleas'd, no metter what I hate. 

Cain then with baſly ſtep walk'd en. He had 
been overheard, and his diicontent had ſill'd the 
N happy family in the bower with deep concern. 
38 Mabala became ſtill more pale, and diſſolving in 
tears ſunk down by the fide of Thirza, while Eve, 
reclining on her huſband, lamented ite obduracy 
ct her firſt-born. O my much lov'd parents, cried 
Abel, I. will follow my unhappy brother. I will 
embrace him, and ſay whatever ſraternal love can 
di gate, to engage his affection. Nil try every art 
of perſuaſion to make him forget his anger. I will 
not leave him till he promiſe to love me. I have 
fearch'd into the very bottom of my ſoul, to know 


* 


to his heart. Sometimes J have rekindled his e 
tinguiſh'd love; but alas! too ſoon the glötrn re- 


by what means I may regain bim, and find a 7 * 
— 


turns, and ſullen ſadneſs damps the ſacred Me 
8 1 0 


2-2 | With 


ſpent in id!y reclining in the ſhade, while the flocks | 


7 * 
7 I hate this effeminate dalliance! but if that fair 


* 
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my beloved Abel, wi!! yo to your brother. Reaſon 
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With troubled look Adam anſwer'd; I myſelf, 


and yateryal love ſhell unite their force to combat 
his obduracy: he 1 not, ſurely, reſiſt the autho- 
rity and tenderneſs of an »fflicted father. O Cain, 
Cain, with what torturing cares doſt thou fill my 
heart! The tumult of tyrannic paſſions has chaſed 
irom thy ſoul every ſentiment of benevolence and 
virtue. O fn! fatal fin! terrible is the deſolation 
tivu ſpreadeſt in the human breaſt, What gloomy 
preſages torture my ſad boſom, when I look thro? 
ſuturity, and behold thy ravages among my un- 
happy offspring. Thus ſpoke the father of man- 
kind. Grief ſat heavy on his venerable brow. He 
left the bower, aud with haity ſteps ſought his firſt= 
born. Cain beheld him coming, and, ceaſing from 
his labour, thus began: What means this ſternneſs 
in my father's look? it was with no ſuch air of ſe- 
verity thou cameſt to embrace my brother. Why 
do thine eves reproach me ? 

Thou wouldſt not, my ſon, have read reproach 
in mine eyes, return'd Adam, wert thou not con- 
ſcious thou deſerr'ſt it. Les, Cain, thou deſerv'ſt 
reproach, and thy offended father is come to thee 
in all the bitterneſs of grief, . 

Without any love, interrupted Cain; that ſen- 
ſation is reſerved for Abel. 

With love alſo, reſumed Adam. Heaven is my 
witneſs, I love thee with a father's ſondneſe. Theſe 
tears, theſe inquietudes and anxious cares that ag'- 
tate me, and no leſs her who brought thee forth 
with pain, have thcir ſource in the moſt aftectionate 
love. *Tis this tender love and concern for thy 
bappinaſs, that caſts a gloom over our days. Ties 


his love that cauſes the ſilence of the night to be 
| interrupted by our ſighs and lamentations. O Cain, 


Cain! didſt thou love us, it would be thy maſt 
earneſt 
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If, WF earneſt care to dry up or tears, and to diſpel that 
on p cloud cf grief which darkens our days, and ſills 
bat | them with horror. Ah! if thou ſtill retuiueſt in 
10- thy breait any reſpect for tne omniſcient Creator, 


in, "4 to whom the inmolt receſſes of thine heart are open; 
Fit the leaſt ſpark of filial tove to us, thy parents, 

ſed tin remains in thy obdurate foul, 1 conjure thee 
nd JP by that reſpect, and that love, to reſtore to us our 
on ! loft peace: —KReſtore, O my ſon, our extinguich'd 
nx | joy. Nouriſh no longer againſt thy brother, aga2n|t 
| ale thy brother who loves thee with a ſincere ait-Cchon, 

ix this rathleſs hatred. He longs to embrace thee. 
Sladiy would he clear thy mind from the tares of 

BZ diſcontent with which it is over-run, O Cain! thou 
waſt my tizit-born, the beginning of my ſtrength. 
When thine infant eyes cpen to the light, I be- 
neld thee with all the father in my heart. Where- 
fore then is thy foul diſquieted? Why does Envy 
dwell in thy boſom, becauſe I rejoice too in thy 
brother? His refin'd and exalted piety drew from 
us ters of joy, and we, in tae iweet tranſport, 
careſs'd him. The angels who ſurround us, ap- 
plaud every good action; the Almighty himſelf 
books down from heaven's high arch, and regards 
2H with complacency the grateful offerings of a thank+ 


ne fal heart. Wouldit thou change the invariable 
nature of beauty and goodneſs? This is not in our 
ny power: and it it were, Cain, how mult we be de- 
fe prav'd before we could wiſh to withitand the noble 
I jop, the tender, the exquiſite feelings, that high. 
th rais'd devotion and exalted virtue create in the en- 
te raptur'd toul, Darkneſs, ſtorms, and the thunders 
hy oi heaven call forth no gentle ſmile on the human 
1 countenance; as littie doch the agitation ot boiſter- 
be dus pallions cauſe joy to ſpring*up in the human 
n, keart. | * * 
iſt Cain ſternly anſwer'd: Is repto hall that I am 
(t * * +. D 3 | £5 
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to hear from a father's lips ? If my face does not 
always weer a pleaſing ſmile; if tears of tender- 
nels do not follow cach other down my cheek, 
am I for this to be branded with deteſtable vices ? 
Born with more firmneſs, bold enterpriſes and ſe- 
vere toils have ever been my choice. Nature has 
ſtamp'd on my iorehead a manly gravity. I cannot 
weep or imile at every trifle, Does the towering 
eagle coo like the timorous dove? 

Adam with majettic gravity return'd : Thou de- 
ceiveſt thyſelf; thou harboureſt in thy boſom hor- 


rid ſentiments that will rankle in thine heart, and 


rende thee wretched, if they are not ſtifled. O 
Cain it is no manly gravity that is ſtamp'd on thy 
brow 3 it is envy, forrow, and giwomy diſcontent. 
Theſe are ſeen in thine eyes; the diiturbance of 
thy mind is viſible in thy whole deportment. Thine 
inward dejection, O my ſon! has ſpread a denſe 
cloud over ali thy proſpects. Hence ariſe thy con- 
tinual murmurs, thy peeviſineſs and paſſion during 
the labours of the day. Hence thy unſocial aver- 
ſiou to us: hence the black melancholy to which 
thou art a prey. Tell, oh tell thine affectionate 
father, what will give thee eaſe, It is his ardent 


=xifh that thy days may paſs ſerene as the vernal 


320m. What cauſe haſt thou, O Cain, to be diſ- 


quieted ? are not al} the ſprings of happineſs open 


to thee? Indulgent Nature offers to thee all her 
beauties. The good, the uſeful, the agreeable, are 
they not thine as well as ours? Why then dot 
thou leave the bleſſings of heaven untaſted, and 
complain of wretchedneſs? Is it becauſe thou art 
diſſatisfy'd with the portion of happineſs the divine 
bounty has been pleaſ to beſtow on fallen man ? 


Is not every bleſſing the undeſerved gift of infinite 


goodneſs? Doſt thou envy the lot of angels? Know 
that the angels were ſuſceptible of diſcontent, and 
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K by aſpiring to become Gods, forfeited heaven. 
Wouldſt thou arraign the diſpenſations of the Moſt 
High towards his ſinful creatures? While the whole 
creation in univerſal concert praiſe the Creator, 
mall guilty man, a worm ſprung from the mud, 
dare to lift up the head, and carp at him, whoſe 
73 infinite wiſdom regulates the wide expanſe of hea- 
ven; to whom all futurity is preſent, and who, by his 
unerring providence, can cauſe evil to be produce 
tire of good? Be cheerful, O my ſon; caſt far from 
10 thee this ſadneſs and diſcontent: let it no longer 
I diſturb thy thoughts; no longer throw a frightful 
# gloom over the natural ſerenity of-thy countenance, 
Open thine heart to every ſocial affe ion, and look 
with grateful complacency on all the innocent 
pleaſures which Nature diſplays before thee, 
What need of all theſe exhortations? cried Cain, 
{FF Do I not know that, was my heart at eaſe, every 
thing around me would give me delight? but can 
I filence the ſtorm, or bid the impetuous torrent 
i flow in a placid ſtream ? I am torn of woman, and 
from my nativity ſcntenc'd to miſery. -On my un- 
happy head the Almighty has pour'd forth the cup 
of malediction. It is not for me Nature diſplays 
her beautics, nor do the ſtreams of bliſs, of which 
3 you take ſuch plenteous draughts, flow for me. 


9 Alas! my ſon, ſaid Adam, with a voice render'd 


almoſt inarticulate by his ſtrong emotions and his 
tears; 'tis but too true, that the divine malediction 
was pronounc'd on all born cf woman : but why, 
Oh why ſhouldſt thou believe that God has pour'd 
on thee, our firſt-born, more of his wrath, than on 
us the firſt tranſgreſſors ? No, this is not, this ear 
not be the caſe: ſovereign gdodneſs contradicts it. 
No, my dear ſon, thou wert not born for miſery: 
the beneficent Creator never call'd any of his-ceca- 
tures into being to render them unkappy- Man 
* 9 may, 


* 


20 THE DEATH OF ABE. 


may, indeed, by his own ſolly, make himſelf wretch- 
ed. It he ſuſſers his reaſon to yield to impetuous 
paſhons, ignorant of true felicity, he may render 
his life a burden, and convert what is naturally good 
and ſalutary into a deſtructive poiſon. Thou ce:ſt 
not ſilerce the ſtorm, nor ſtop the rapidity of the 
torrent; but thou canit diſpel the clouds of diſ- 
content that obſcure ty reaſon, and reſtore to thy 
foul its original light. Thou canſt force into ſub- 
jection every impetuous paſhon, every irregular de- 
Gre, Gain, O my ſon, this noble victory over thy= 
ſelf, and it will refine thy ſentiments: thy whole 
foul will be illumin'd: darkneſs and dittreſs will 
vanich like the miſts of the dawn before the ſolar 
ray. There was a time, my dear fon, when I have 
ſeen even thee ſhed tears: wicn, from the gratula- 
tions of conſcience, joy has ſpread itfelf thro! all thy 
powers; delightful fruit of virtuous actions! I re- 


fer it to thyſelf, Cain, wert thou not then happy ? 


was not thy ſoul like the clear azure of the heavens, 
unclouded, unſpotted. Recover that bea'a of the 
Deity, Reaſon: let her clear light direct thy ſteps, 
and Virtue, her inſeparable companion, will reſtore 
joy and permanent felicity to thy purity'd heart. 
Liſten, O Cain | and comply with the advice of thy 
father. Tne fit injunction that reaſon lays on 
thee, is to embrace thy brother, With what joy 
will he receive thy endearments! with What ten- 
derneſs will he return them ! 

Father, reply'd Cain, when, at the heat of noon, 
I reſt from my labour, I will embrace him. I can- 
not now leave the field. I promiſe I will obey thee, 
and embrace my brother: but---while | breathe, my 
firm ſoul will never be diffoly'd to that effeminate 
weakneſs, that ſo zndears him-to you, and makes 
your eyes run over with tranſport. To a ſoſtneſs 
like this 1 «all owe the curſe denounced againſt 
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us, when in Paradiſe you weakly ſuffer'd yourſelf 
to be overcome by a woman's tears---But what do 
lay? dare I reproach myQutier? No, my vener- 
able parent, I reverence the end am fileat. Thus 
5 ſpoke Cain, and return'd to bis labour. 
| Adam remain'd motionleſs with his hands and 
eyes rais'd to heaven. At length, in a tone of deep 
diſtreſs, he cry'd, O Cain, Cain! I have deſerv'd 

theſe cutting reproaches: but ſhouldſt thou not 
! have ſpar'd thy father! Shouldſt thou not have for- 
*% borne this cruel charge, which, like a clap of thun- 
der, ſhakes my tortur'd ſoul? Ah me! thus will 
my lateſt poſterity, when, immers'c. in fin, they 
feel the pangs inſeparable from guilt, riſe up againſt 
my duſt, and curſe the firſt ſinner, | 

Having thus ſpoke, Adam with penſive cyes fix'd 
on the earth, lowly withdrew. The groans that 
I burit from the agitated boſom of the a{tiicted father, 
* now ſtruck even this obdurate ſon with remorſe, 
i and he cry'd, gazing after bim, What a wretch 


{2 


3F 
( 


>> 


am I! How could I reproach 1o good, fo tender a 
parent? How have I loaded him with grief | I ſtill 
hear his groans.---I ſee him lift up his ſupplicating 
hands to heaven..--Perhaps, vile as I am, he prays 
even for me; ſor me who have torn his heart with 
keen diſtreſs! Oh that I too could pray? but I am 

a monſter,---hell is in my boſom, and, like a ra- 
| vaging whirlwind, I deſtroy the peace of all around 
me. Return, O Reafon, return! return, O Viriue! 
chaſe from my troubled ſoul theſe wild and darken- 
ing paſſions.—Still-—ſtill he prays. O how his c- 


motions reproach me !---His cialp'd hands are again 
rais'd in agony. He ſeems ſpent.---I will at his 
feet implore bis pardon.—-O Ny raſh tongue---my 

rebellious heart ! 
Cain then ran tewards Adam, who was leaning 
againſt a tree, with his weeping eve lix'd on the 
| | "i. ground. 
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— He threw himſelf on the earth, and cry'd, 
orgive me,. forgive me, O my father! I deſerve 
thou ſhouldſt turn from me with abhorrence, I 
abhor myſelf; but while I am thus humbled beſore 
thee in the duſt,---while I thus graſp thy knees, 
deſpiſe not 1 repentance, — deſpiſe not my tears. 
My harden'd heart reſiſted thine exhortations with 
a ſullen pride: but O my injured father | thy dif- 
treſs and thy groans have melted my obdurate foul. | 


A beam from heaven has enlighten'd my benighted «3 


mind. With unſeign d ſorrow and deep contrition, 
I ſee my folly,---I ſee my guilt,---I know that I am 
unworthy of thy love. Yet, O my dear and ve- 
nerable parent | reject not theſe penitential tears; 


—reject not the {incere ſubmiſhons of my heart, | 


O my father! I implore pardon of God, of thee, 


and of my brother. 


Rife, my ſon, riſe, cry'd Adam, affectionately 
embracing him, and raifing him to his boſom; the 
Mott High, who dwelleth in the heavens, beholds 
with complacency theſe tears of repentance. En- 
brace me, my ſon, and receive thy joyful father's * 
forgiveneſs and cordia! embrace. Bleſt time ! happy 
hour! in which my ſon, my firſt-born reſtores our 
tranquility. C my chiid ! joy, exceſs of joy has if 
weaken'd all my powers. Support me, my ſon, and . 


let vs baſten to thy brother, that my ſati-faCtion 
may be completed by behoiding your mutue! en- 


dearments. | 
Adam, leaning on Cain, walk'd towards the 
paitufes. Abel with his mother and fiſters met 
them in the grove : they had follow'd Adam at a 
diſtance; they had ſeen his emotions, and wich de- 
light had beheld the repentance and tears of Cain. 
Abel, the moment he ſaw his brother, fiew to him 
with open arms: he claſp'd them around bi with 
a ſtrenuous gedip, unable for ſometime to give * 
* t 


3 


but from his eyes, to the ſweet effuſions of his heart. 


5 At length he cried, O my brother l- · my dear bro- 


ther! thou then loveſt me -lov'ſt me with fondneſs! 


let me hear thy lips pronounce that thou {till lov'ſt 


J4 


me, and my happineſs will be complete. Yes, my 
brother, anſwer'd Cain, while he preſs'd him with 
a warm embrace, I do indeed ſincerely love thee. 
May I hope thou wilt forgive my having fo long 
embitter'd thy days by my unkindneſs, and the fury 


| Jof my boiſterous paſſions. I too, my brother, was 
Jun appy; but reaſon, like the rapid flaſh of heaven, 
G1 has broke through the gloom, and diſpers'd the 


Zbaleful tempeſt. Never, Abel, never mayſt thou 


remember my former darkneſs. 


1 ply'd, Never, my dear Cain. 
forgotten: who would dwell on the diſtteſsſul il- 
*X1ufions of a morning dream, when they might, like 


The delighted Abel, with increas'd rapture, re- 
Be the paſt utterly 


me, awake to real happineſs, ſurrounded by mul- 


- 


tiply'd delights. O my dear brother! words have 
not power to expreſs my tranſports,---to expreſs 


the ſweet joy with which my ſoul is ſill'd, while I 


„thus preſs thee, my brother, my friend, to my 


2 throbbing heart. 
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Eve, who had with tender delight beheld this 
moving ſcene, ſprang to her ſons, and throwing 
her maternal arms around them both, while deli- 


cious tears of joyful ſympathy ran down her cheeks, 


cry'd, O my ſons! my dearly beloved children! 
never did I, ſince I have borne the tender name of 
mother, feel ſuch exquiſite, ſuch rapturous ſenſa- 
tions. The griefs, which, like the weight of a cum- 
brous mountain, oppreſs'd my ſoul, are now re- 
mov'd. My heart will no more be tornby the un- 
happy diſagreement of thoſe whom I cartied in my 
womb, and noyriſh'd with my breaſt, now 
ſee . tranſported I ſhall ſee, peace and harmony, Joy | 
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and love, dwell among my happy offspring. As the 
fruitful vine is bleſs'd by the thirſty labourer, when 
refreſh'd by its delicious fruit, fo will my now unit- 
ed children bleſs me as the inſtrument of their fe- 
licity. Let me, my ſons, join you in the ſweet em- 
brace. Let me too, my dauglitets, preſs you to my 
boſom. With what joy do I participate in the un- 
ſpeakable ecſtaſy viſible in the faces of my dear chil- 
dren, and on that of my much lov'd huſband 1 She 
then turn'd towards Adam; her matron lip met his, 
while conjugal tenderneſs and parental love were 
ſeen blended in her {ill gliſtening eye. 

The beavteous filters, tho' ſilent, ſhar'd the ge- 
neral rapture, Mahala, Cain's ſpouſe, when diſen- 
gag*d from her mother's fond embrace, ſaid, while 
vivacity and joy ſparkled in her alter'd features, Let 
us, my deareſt Thirza, chuſe the faireſt flowers to 


deck our bower, delightful ſeat of peace and hap- 


pineſs! We'll ſtrip the bending branches of their 


| luſcious load to form the rich repaſt. This day, 


this happy day we'll conſecrate to mirth and in- 
nocent feſtivity, indulging every virtuous tranſport, 
we'll, with united hearts, welcome the new-born 
joy. She then, with nimble feet, follow'd by Thir- 
Za, ran to prepare the ſweet refreſhing banquet. 
Adam and his ſpouſe, attended by their ſons, 
walk'd ſlowly on. Ere they had reach'd the bower, 
the active ſiſters had, with laviſh hand, beſpread 
the green carpet: fruits of various ſorts offer'd their 
Juices, while variegated flowers lent their odours, 
and cheer'd the eye with their bright tints. Their 
feaſt was elegant: but it was the elegance of na- 
ture: no darts of death, hid in rich ſauces, ſtruck 
with inhoſpitable blow the unthinking gueſt. Con- 
teftment fat on every face: in every eye beam'd 
ſweet complacency. Social converſe and unmix'd 
delight gave rapidity to the flight of Time, while 
the unheeded hours brought on mild evenin * 


- 
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HILE the firſt family of the world were in 
the bower indulging domeſtic bliſs, the 


+98 father of mankind thus ſpoke. It is now, my chil- 


© dren, you experience the delight of ſelf-approba- 
tion. The recollection of a good action diffuſes a 
pleaſing ſerenity through the ſoul. Nothing, my 


tons, nothing but the practice of virtue can render 


is 

us truly happy. Virtue makes us capable of the 
427 enjoyments of thoſe pure ſpirits who ſurround the 
WF throne of God. While we ſollow the dictates of 


| - 
_ 
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reaſon, while we enjoy with gratitude and love the 
bleſſings of nature, and have humble hope and con- 
fidence in God our Maker, we anticipate the de- 
lights of Heaven; but if we ſuffer our paſſions to 
degrade and ſubdue us, inquietude, diſtreſs, and 
miſery will darken all our proſpects: in vain will 
the heavens ſmile, in vain will the fruitful earth 
pour forth her bounties. Believe me, my dear 
children | believe a father made wiſedby his gyn 
fatal experience, the joys of fin are S 
ſhame, ſorrow, and bitter repentance. ve, con- 
tinued Adam, once m_ dear partner of my diſtreſs, 
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as now of my happineſs, could we haye thought, 
when with ſtreaming eyes, and hearts torn with 
anguiſh, we took leave of Paradiſe, that ſo much 
felicity was to be found on earth. Never will the 
horrors of that dreadful hour be effac'd from my 
mind. My father, return'd Abel, if the recital of 


paſt griefs will not be diſpleaſing; if the recollec- | 


tion will not throw a gloom on this hour of recon- 


cilement and joy, gladly would I hear from thee |, 


the events of thy life, from that fatal moment to 
the preſent time. 


All look'd on Adam with the eve of expectation; 


all ſeem'd pleas'd with the requeſt of Abel. And 


the firſt of men reply'd, What, my children, can 
I refuſe in this day of joyful gratulation? I will 
relate to you the principal .ccurrences of thoſe 
times of affliction and grief, of conſolation and 


mercy, when God, even that God whom we had 
- offended, deign'd to cheer by his promiſes laps'd 


and fallen man. Where, O Eye, dear companion 
in every woe and in every delight! ſhall I begin 


the intereſting narrative? Shall it be from our firſt 


leaving the garden of God ?---But I ſee thy tears 


already flow, My tears, return'd our general mo- 


ther, are now thoſe of devout thankfulneſs and 
humble love, not the bitter ones-of ſhame, ſorrow, 
and ſad regret. Begin, dear Adam, at my taking 
a laſt look on the forfeited ſeat of bliſs. In that 
dreadful moment ſhame and remorſe for the paſt, 
and agonizing fear for the future, rais'd ſuch a 
conflict in my wfetched boſom, that I ſunk into 
thine arms, wiſhing for the immediate execution 
of a threatning, that was to confound me with my 
original. What I then felt, permit me to 
deſeribe Thy ter.derneſs for me will, I know, 
make the paſs too lightly over the melting ſcene. 
The angel of the Lord, on whoſe PR 
one 
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mone benignity and ſoſt compaſſion, was commiſ- 


ith [ ſioned to drive us out of Paradiſe, He ſooth'd us 
ich with gentle words, cheer'd us with promiſes, and 
the bid us hope and put our truſt in the clemency of 
my our All-merciful Creator: but the ſword in his 


hand flam'd terrible. At Eden's gate he ſtopp'd. 
I guard, ſaid he, this paſſage, no more muſt enter 


on- here aught that deſiles. We were now travellers 
hee n the vaſt earth; Paradiſe was irretrievably loſt ; 
to 


had 1 Adam fürvey'd, with anxious eye the uncultivated 

ps'd I partb, then caſt a pitying look at me, and, to ſooth 

nion Iny overtiowing ſorrows, gently preſs'd me to his 

gin Preaſt. 

firſt 3 We had aſcended an high bill, and now going 

ears gown the declirity, every ſlep diminiſh'd our view | 
mo- pf Eden; my heart was rent with agony, and my | 
and rief deprir'd me of motion. Now, now, cry'd I, 4 
ow, obbing, I behold for the laſt time Paradiſe, my 1 
ing Patal ſoil; bleſt ſeat of innocence and joy, for the 

that aſt time I behold thee! Ye flowers once cultivated | 
paſt, y my careful hand, who now enjoys your ſweets ? | 
cha bat eye is charm'd with your bright colours? 4 
into e trees, who now ſhall prop your loaded branch- 
tion 


Mheſert; no fruitful trees, ho flow'ry 


: þ 


8 


he country we croſs'd ſeem'd one wide and dreary 
ſhrubs, no 
Adam held my 
hand, I frequently caſt deſpairing lcoks towards 
ſhe ſeat of loſt felicity, not preſuming to raiſe-my 
uilty eyes to the victim of my folly, and compa- 
tion of my miſery. Sorrow bent his head to the 
round, and we walk'd on diſtreſs'd and ſilent. 


fertile ſpot cheer'd our fad eyes. 


s? who now ſhall taſte your rich produce? De- 
ightful bowers, farewel---farewel, dear ſhades, 
o more ſhall theſe ſad eyes behold your verdure, 
aniſh'd for ever from your ſweet retreats] *T'was 
here, dear partner of my fin and ſhame ! thou 
cd of Heaven an help-mate to dcuhle and to 


20 832 ſhare 
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ſhare thy bliſs. Alas! thy prayer was granted, 
and thine own ſide produc'd thy ruin. Our Maker 
form'd us pure and ſpotleſs; while innocent, the 
happy ſpirits who behold the face of God, deign'd F" 
with complacency to viſit our bleſt abode : deign'd 4; 
to inſtruct us in our duty; to warn us of our dan- þ.N) 
ger. What are we now ?---dreadful degradation! 
O Adam |! thy perfidious wife has involv'd thee, 
by her ſeduCtions, in fin and ſorrow. Yet, dear 
accomplice ! to whom with awe l raiſe my pitying 
eye, do not hate me. Thou haſt a right to curſe 
me ;---but, O dear ſpouſe ! if I may till call thee 
by that tender name, uſe it not; for thou art my 

ſole ſupport. By that God whom we have offend- 
ed, by the cheering promiſes of his indulgent good- Ws 
neſs, I conjure thee not to ſorſake me. All I re» 
queſt is, that I may fo:low and ſerve thee.—I will 
watch thy looks,---I will anticipate thy commands; 
' ., happy if my obedience, my weak ſervices gain from 7 

thee a pitying ſmile, a look of ſoft compaſſion. 
Here my ſtrength and voice fail'd, I was ſink- . 
ing to the earth; but my dear huſband caught me 1 
in his arms, and preſs'd me with a look of affec- "I 
b 
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| tion to his heart, O Eve! he cry'd, whom 1 ſtill, 
'" and always will tenderly love, let us not heighten 
our keen diſtreſs by ſelf-reproach. Our God in the 
midſt of puniſhment has remember'd mercy. He 


bas ſoften'd his chaſtiſements by his promiſes.| ' 
Veil'd as theſe promiſes are in a ſacred obſcurity, n. 
the Divine Goodnefs appears with ſenſible radiance, th 
and we will hope in his mercy. We will not re- fa 


proach ourſelves,---we will not reproach each o- 
ther. O my deareſt! had our God only confultedyF a 
his juſt indignation, where ſhould we both hav pa 
been now? We will praiſe him for his goodneſs fa: 
our lips ſhall bleſs his name. Our voices (hall on- ig 
ly be heard in thankſgiving, humble ſapplications th, 


anc 


— 
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l, and expreſſions of endearment and love. Our Judge 
r is omniſcient, with him there is no darkneſs. He 
* WF ſees the humiliation of our fouls; he beholds cur 
* WR gratitude, our ſincere contrition. He knows our 


"i weakneſs, and will accept of our feeble efforts to 
regain perfection. Embrace me, my deareſt wife! 
Let us, by mutual tenderneſs and acts of kindneſs, 
endeavour to alleviate qur calamity. 


careſſes gave eaſe to my oppreſs'd heart, and ſtrength 


and activity to my enfeebled limbs. We proceed- 


ee ed to the bottom of the hill, where we found a 
ny i grove of poplars which extended to the foot of a 
4 rock. Eve giving her huſband a look of affection 
2 — 


was now eſilent, and Adam thus continu'd: 

We advanc'd, my children, thro? the grove, and 
found in the rock a cavity that form'd a grotto. 
ds; "84 zee, deareſt Evel ſaid I, ſee the convenience offer'd 
om 1 by nature: this grotto will afford us ſhe!ter, and 


vill“ 


this pure ſpring that murmuring flows from its fide, 
nk- Mwill flake our thirſt, We'll here prepare our lodg- 
me ing: but, my deareſt wife, before we ſleep, I muſt 
fec- g ſecure the entrance to keep us from being ſurpriz'd 
till, by nocturnal enemits. What enemies! return'd 
en WW Eve with emotion: What enemies have we to ſear? 
the & Haſt thou not r:mark'd, my love, ſaid I, that the 


He curſe of our fin has fallen on the whole creation: 
iſes, tae bands of friendſhip are broken between the a- 
uhh nimals, ard the weak are now become the prey of 
NCT, 


the ſtrong. I have ſeen a young lion purſue: with 


t re- fatal rege a frighted roe. T have beheld a war in 
h E the air amoyg the birds. We can no longer claim 
ny a right to command the animals: the ſpotted leo- 


pard, the brindled lion, and fierce tyger no more 
fawn on us, nor play their wanton gambols in our 
fight; but caſt againſt us frightful roarings, while 
their blazing eyes threaten deſtruction. We will 


bag B 2 tr 
3 3 ==. ry 
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* 


Adam ceas'd ſpeaking. His words and tender 


ourſelves cn our bed of intermingled leaves and 


thunder augmented the horrors of this tremendous þ;. 
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try to gain by our kindneſs thoſe among the beaſts 
that are moſt tractable, and Providence has given | 
us reaſon, which will teach us to ſecure ourſelves & 
ſrom the moſt ſavage. f 
Eve with timid looks, keeping me in her ſight, 7 
went to gather flowers and leaves to form our bed, 
and fruit for our repaſt. In the mean time I ſecur'd 
the entrance of the grotto with entwin'd brambles. 
My ſpouſe, haſten'd by ſear, quickly perform'd her 
taſk, and returning, reſted herſelf before me on 
the tender graſs. _ Of 
We ſoon after enter'd the grotto, and ſeating i 


ttyl 


flowers, began our frugai meal, ſeaſon'd, however, i 
with mutual endearments, and grateful converſe ; 
when a gloomy cloud ſuddenly obſcur'd the de- 
clining ſun. It ſpread over our heads with increaſ- * 

ing darkneſs, and the black veil which cover'd the 
earth ſeem'd to preſage the deſtruction of all nature. 
A tempeſtuous wind aroſe: it bellow'd in the 
mountains: it overthrew the trees of the foreſt. 
Flames darted from the clouds, and loud burſts of 


ſcene, Eve ſtruck with terrorpthrew herſelf, ſcarce 
breathing, into my arms, and clinging to my breaſt, 
cry'd, He comes !---he comes !---in flames he comes 
to bring the threaten'd death !---How dreadful l- 
jor my fin he comes to give death to ws and to all 
nature -O Adam !---O my love !---Here her voice 
fail'd, and ſhe remain'd trembling and pale on my 
boſom. Be calm, my love !---I cry'd; compoſe 
thyſelf, we will with bended knees and contrite 
hearts adore our God, who in terrible majeſty 
comes riding on the clouds. His thunders pro- 
claim his approach : the darting fires mark his paſ- 
ſage. - O Thou Eternal, who with benignity and 
goodneſs temper'd the inſupportable radiance 4 
7 
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is thy divinity, when I firſt came from thy creating 
n hand, Thou art terrible in judgment, yet ſuffer us 
es not to be conſum'd by thy wrath{!® Deſtroy us not, 
O God! in thy hot diſpleaſure, | 
t, 7 ' We then proſtrated ourſelves at the entrance cf 
d, þ. the grotto, and with pale countenances and trem- 
d FIR bling lips, offer'd up our adorations, expecting 
s. IF when our awful Judge would from the clouds pro- 


* 


of my imagination! 
ng The clouds now pour'd ſorth their torrents; li- 
nd , vid flames no longer flaſh'd from the heavens, and 
er, the thunder roll'd at a diſtance. I rais'd my head 
e; from the ground, ſaying, The Almighty! my dear 
le- Eve, hath paſs'd by. He hath not deſtroy'd the 
aſ- carth: we are yet permitted to live. He hath re- 


P member'd his promiſes. Eternal Wiſdom, Ever- 
74. laſting Truth repenteth not. He will fulfil the de- 
the ſigns of his mercy; and thy ſeed, O Eve! ſhall 
-(t. 8 bruiſe the head of the ſerpent, 

of F We aroſe and were comforted. The heavens re- 
dus ſum'd their brightneſs, and the ſetting ſun ſpread 
rce a mild radiance thro' the ſky, like the luminous track 
aſt, ve uſed to behold in Eden; when legions of angels 
nes were carry'd above our heads on the flying clouds. 
[--- Silence reigu'd over the moiſt fields, the herbage 
all W and flowers {till glittering with the drops of heaven, 
ice glow'd with more than uſual beauty. The depart- 
my ing ſun darted on us his laſt beams, while we ce - 
oſe lebrated with reverential awe, and thankful love, 
rite W the wiſdom, power, and mercy of our Creator. 
eſty Thus paſs'd the firſt day after our leaving Para- 
pro- diſe. The ruddy evening gave place to the grey 
paſ- twilight, and ſoon the earth was only enlighten'd 
and by theanoon's feeble rays. We now for the firſt 
off time were child by the cold of the night, though 


{ rounce by his thunders, Die, ye ungrateful ! and 
| let the earth that bore you be diſſolv'd by the fire 
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a few hours before, we had almoſt fainted under 
the ardent rays of the ſcorching ſun at noon. Our 


beneficent Maker had condeſcended to gird our loins 
with the ſkins of beaſts, before our leaving Paradiſe, 
:0 ſhew that he had not withdrawn from us his 


ſuccouring hand; in theſe we wrapp'd ourſelves, 


and lying down on our leafy bed, hand in hand 4 


waited the approach of ſleep, 


... Sleep, the relief of the weary, at length came; 


but it was unaccompany'd with that ſoft eaſe, that 


ſweet delight, which bleſt our ſlumbers while in- , 


nocent: our imagination then preſented none but /! 


ſmiling and agreeable images. Inquietude, ſear, 
and remorſe, did not then keep us waking the te- 
dious hours of darkneſs, nor mingle in our dreams 
with fantaſtic phantoms. The heavens were hows 
ever calm, and our reſt was undiſturb'd; but Oh 
how diff'rent from that delicious night when I led 
thee, my ſpouſe, for the firſt time to the nuptial 
bower! The flowers and odoriferous ſhrubs 
charm'd with new ſweetneſs, Never was the warb- 


ling of the nightingale ſo harmonious : never did 


the pale moon ſhine with ſuch radiance :--- But 
why do I dwell on images that awaken my grief, 
now huſh'd to ſilence ! 

We ſlept till the morning-ſun had dry'd up the 
limpid dew. When we awoke we found ourlclves 
refreſh'd and fitted for ]:bour, and enjoy'd with de- 
light and gratitude the harmony of the birds, who 
were celebrating with their ſweeteſt notes the re- 
newed light; their number yet was but ſmall ; for 
then there were no other animals on this earth but 
thoſe, who, inſtructed by divine inſtinct, had, after 
the fall, fled from Paradiſe, that the garden of the 
Lord might not be defil'd by death. 

We offer'd up our adorations at the enthance of 
the grotto; after which I ſaid to Eve, We _ my 

ove, 
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The kill on its bank, ſeems at this diſtance like a 
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love, go farther and view this immenſe country: 


our All-merciful God has given us liberty of choice. 


* We may fix our abode where the earth is moſt fer- 


tile; where nature is moſt profuſe of her beauties. 


Seeſt thou, Eve, that river, which, like a huge ſer- 
pent, winds in bright ſlopes through the meadows. 


garden full of trees, and its top is covered with ver- 


; 
1 

£7 dure. My dear ſpouſe, return'd Eve, preſſing my 
1 


purſue our walk towards the hill. 


hand to her boſom, I ſhall follow with delight the 
ſteps of thee, my conductor and guard, We will 


We were going on when we ſaw juſt above our 


#4 heads a bird fly with feeble wing: its feſthers were 
rough and diſorder'd : it caſt forth plaintive cries, 
and having flutter'd a little in the airy ſunk down 
FX without ſtrength among the buſhes. Eye went to 
F% ſeek it, and beheld another lie without motion on 
; the graſs, which that we had before ſeenflecm'd to 
.. lament. My ſpouſe ſtooping over it, examin'd it 


fg 


with fix'd attention, and in vain try'd to rouſe it 
from what ſhe believ'd to be ſleep. It will not wake, 


& ſaid ſhe to me in a fearful voice, laying the bird 
from her trembling hand.---It will not awake,---lt 
will never wake more! She then burſt into 
| tears, and ſpeaking to the lifeleſs bird, ſaid, Alas 
the poor bird who pierc'd my ears with his cries, 


was perhaps thy mate. It is I !---It is I! ynbappy 
that I am, who have brought miſery and tief on 
every creature | For my {in theſe pretty harmleſs 
animals are puniſhed, Her tears redoubled. What 
an event | ſaid ſhe, turning to me. How ſtiff and 
cold it is! It has neither, voice nor motjon. Its 
joints no longer bend. Its limbs refuſe their office, 
Speak, Adam, is this death? Ah, it is.---How I 
tremble! An icy cold runs thro' my bones. If the 
death with which we are threaten'd 1s like this, how 
7 terrible | 
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terrible !---What, deareſt Adam! would become of 
me, if, like the feather'd mate of this poor bird, I 
am left behind to mourn ? or what of thee, if death 
tear me from thy fond arms? Should God create 


another Eve to fill my forfeit place in thy lov'd bo- * 


ſom, ſhe will not- cannot love like me, thy part- 
ner in diſtreſs and baniſnment. Unable to ſay þÞþ 
more, ſhe wepty ſhe ſobb'd, and her expreſſive eyes 
tenderly fix'd on mine, made my ſeeling heart par- 
take her anguiſh, I preſs'd her to my breaſt: I 
kiſs'd her cheek, and mix'd my tears with her's, 
Ceaſe, v2areſt Eve, I cry'd, theſe fond complaints. 
Dry up thy tears. Have confidence in the Supreme 
Being, who governs all his creatures by his infinite 
wiſdom. Though we cannot penetrate into the de- 
ſigns of his providence; tho? his majeſtic tribunal 
is ſurrounded by darkneſs, we may relt aſſur'd, that 
mercy and love remain near his throne. Why, my 


love, ſhould we anticipate misfortunes? Why ſhould 7 


we, guided by a gloomy imagination, ſeek for them 
in futurity ? Was our reaſon given us only to make 
us wretched ? Shall we ungratefully turn our eyes 
from the repeated inſtances of the loving kindneſs 
and tender mercy of our God, at the hazard of 
plunging ourſelves in miſery by our blindneſs. It 
is his wiſdom, aud his goodneſs that regulate and 
appoint what ſhall befal us. Let us with humble 


confidence proceed under his direction, and devoutly 


acquieſee in his appointments, without ſeeking to 
know what he hath not condeſcended to reveal. 
We now advanc'd to the eminence. Its gentle 
aſcent was almoſt cover'd with buſhes and fertile 
ſhrubs. On the ſummit, in the midſt of fruit-trees, 
grew a lofty cedar, whoſe thick branches form'd 
an extenſive ſhade, which was render'd more cool 
and delightful by a limpid brook that ran in various 
windings among the flowers. This ſpot afforded 


a pro- 
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a proſpect ſo immenſe, that the fight was only 
N bounded by the duſky air: the ſky forming a con- 

cave around us, that appear'd, wherever we turn'd, 
to touch the diſtant mountains. Here, ſaid I, my 


Faint ſhadow of Paradiſe, whoſe bliſsful bowers we 
muſt never more behold. Receive us, majeſtic ce- 
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{ever ſhall we gather the ſweet produce without 
3. (gratitude: It ſhall be the reward of out attentive 


| 3% 
3» 


fare and laborious cultivation. O God Omnipo- 


e tent, who reigneſt in the heavens! look with a 
te ropitions eye on this our dwelling. Lend an ear 
e- War compaſhon to.tne ſupplications, receive with fa- 
al our the praiſes and thankſgivings which we, thy 
at ail offending creatures, ſhall never ceaſe to ſend 
iy towards thy celeſtial throne, thro? the ſpreading 
Id Pranches of theſe trees. Here, my deareſt wife, we 
m hall obtain, by the ſweat of our brows, our ſup- 
ke rt, Under theſe ſhades, thou ſhalt bring forth 
es _ Mith pain, From hence, will our offspring ſpread . 
eſs wthemlielves over the wide earth. Here too death 
of &M14!l one day viſit us, and we ſhall be confounded 


It With our original duſt, O Lord God our M 


r! 
ad 


Mower down thy bleſſings on the profane abode of 


ble Tas ſinners. While I thus utter'd the —— 


tly gs of my ſoul, Eve was proſtrate on the by 
to Wy ide: her hands were elevated; her eyes ſwam 


| tears, and were rais'd towards HeaveWin holy 
tle Wcltaſy. 


tile I now began to conſtruct our habitation under 
CS, e ſhade of the ſpreading cedar. I'fix'4 in the earth 
n'd circle of ſtrong ſtakes, and interwove them with 


ool Nexible twigs, While I was thus employ'd, Eve 
ous Jas conveying the ſtream among the flowers; ga- 
ded ering ripe fruits; ſupporting with ſmall ſticks the 
12 * as bend» 


* __ love, we will fix our abode. This ſpot is a 


har, under thy ſhade. Ye trees of various taſte and * 
hue, refreſh and ſuſtain us with your delicious fruits: 


— tt eng 
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bending ſtalks of the variegated ſhrubs, and prun- 
ing their luxuriant branches. Then it was, that we, 
began to eat our bread by the ſweat of our brows. | 
I went to the river to fetch teeds to cover our 
cottage: there I ſaw five ewes, white as the ſouth- 7 
ern clouds, and with them a young ram, feeding 
by the ſide of the water. I approached them with- 
out noe, fearing they would fly me like the tyger 
and the lion, who before our fatal tranſgreſſion us'd 
| j to play with the kid or the lamb at our feet. N 
. But, inſtead of endeavouring to eſcape, they ſuf- * ; 
U fer'd me to ſtroke their fleeces, and I drove them 
ZB before me with a reed to our hill, where I intend- 
i d ed they ſhould for the future feed, Eve was buſy'd 
in erecting a bower, and did not immediately on 
my return obſerve my little flock : but they ſoon 
D diſcover'd themſelves by their bleating. She ſtart. WR 
ed at the found, and dropp'd the boughs from her FR 
hand through fear: but ſoon recovering, ſhe cry'd + 
Iv joy in her countenance, O Adam! they are t 
gentle and fond as in Paradiſe. Welcome, pretty if 
AQ animals! ye ſhall live with us. All ye want is} /$ 
ly here Ye need not ſtray; for here are flower | 
k paſtures, fragrant herbage, and a clear ſpring. Tout 


* 
8 
* 


1 


* ſporting will give us delight while we at- f 
ht tend 6ur trees and flowers. Yes, harmleſs crea-W#: 
2 Vu s! ſhe continued, patting their woolly backs h 
8 8 yo en be my flock, and I will be your indul gent 
A mike Wer 
221 


170 
j | 


. Our" dwelling was now completed, and we 
were enjoying the cool breezes at its entrance, and 
Glently ſurveying the diſtant country, when Eve 

KL ſaid, my deareſtfovr, how beautifully is the proſpeC 

before us variegated ! How fertile, how full of 

SH bleſſings is this earth which we thought ſo barren! 

| Let us to the fruits and flowers which the hill al 

U * ready yields, add thoſe that grow on its bordersgF#re 

+ AN ; 
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„ Mend our abode will have a faint 1:femblarce of E- 


re Wden's dejightful ſhades. Ab! ſhe added with a ſigh! 
; t will then bear but the ſame proportion of likeneſs 


ur 40 Paradiſe as that does to the bliſsſtzl ſeats of the | 


- Fangels, which the heavenly meſſengers who in our 


ng happy days of innocence condeſcended to viſit us, 
h- eſcrib'd in ſuch glowing colours. O thou garden 
zer f the Lord, how delightful were thy ſweet re- 
sd eate how did thy gay tints charm the eye ! how 


id thy luſcious fruits, thy aromatic ſragrauce 
aſt the ſenſes! Whatever neceſſity requir'd, al! 


ad- Mifuſion. O my ſpouſe ! compar'd with that luzuri- 
yd et ſpot, what is all about us but dry ſterility anc! 
on Wcrenneſs ! This earth under the Divine maicdic- 
oon en ſeems unable to produce in the fame lands that 
art- Meet variety, that happy diverſity that charm'd vs 
nher Eden's bowers. We muſt now feek the diſfer- 
ry'd Int productions in diſtant places. I have feen too, 
are Pat not cnly animals are the prey of death 
etty Ie ſtretches his wide domain, he tytannizes over 
nt is“ be whole earth, and makes rude havock in the 
wery( rorld of vegetation, O Adam! what fruits have 
Tour beheld, drop from their branches, ſpoil'd and full 
n at- f black rottenneſs! What fl vers wither on their 
crea- talks! The trees are diſrob'd cf their verdure by 
acks he diſpoiler Death. I have obſerv'd too, that 
Igenthoung leaves ſupply the place of thoſe that are fal- 

Jen, and that the ſeeds of dead flowers caſt into the 
id welfEarth produce new ones. We, Adam, maſt thus 
„ andpne day wither and die, and our children mall ſuc- 
1 Eve eſſively grow up and flouriſh, | 
ſpec She c-as'd ſpeaking; and I, dechly affected by 
all oer words, made anſwer; Dear Eve, were our loſs 
irren nl; the gay verdure, the fruits and flowers of Pa- 
ill alWadiſe, it would ſcarce deſerve a ſigh; but alas! we 
derte expell'd from the ſacred ſpot which our Maker 
a D ble ſe'd 


, 
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| Moſt High dwell among ſinners? He looks down 


bleſs'd with his immediate preſence. There, veil. 
ing his inſupportable radiance, he walk'd among 
the groves, while all nature celebrated the approach 
of the Deity in reverential Glenge, Though form'd 
of the duſt, my proſtrations were accepted, The EY 
Almighty condeſcended to hear his creature, and g 
vouchſaf'd to anſwer with benignity a ſrail worm, 
*Alas! we have, by our diſobedience, loſt this pri— 
vilege; guilty as we are, we can no more hope 
to converſe with infinite puritv. This, this calls“ 
for our lamentations and our tears, Will the God 
of heaven viſit a land under his curſe? will the 


from the ſeats of bliſs; he regards with an eye of 
compaſſion our penitence and tears, and his boun- 
ties exceed every hope our wretchedneſs could form. | 
Even the bright ſpirits of heaven are his meſien- WY 
gers; they execute his orders on this dark globe: n. 
but alas! our polluted eyes are now unworthy to 
bebold them! They periorm the taſk aſſign'd, with- 
cut deigning to become vilible to ſinſul man, MM. 
then ſoar with haſty wing from this {eat of corrup-| 
tion, now fit only to be the reſidence of beings 
under the curſe of their Sovereign. * 
Thus were we holding converſe, and caſting our 
melancholy eyes on the country before us, when a iP 
reſplendent cloud deſcending, glided towards us Bl": 
and teſſed on our hill; from it ſtept a radiant form, 
wearing on his face a majeſtic, ſmile. We haſtiiy 9 
aroſe; we bow our heads, and the celeſtial mei- 
Tenge: thus ſpcke : He whoſe throne is in the bigh- 
eſt heaven has heard your, complaints. Go, fail . 
he, and inform thole children of affliction, that my. 
pre'ence is not eircumſcrib'd by the circuit of her- 
ven, it extends to all the works of my bands.“ 
Whence has the ſun its invigorgting heat? who“ 
teaches the ſtars to run their courſes ? why docs? 
the carth fill bring forth its fruits, and day and), 
| nig”t 
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il. Night regularly ſucceed each other? who preſerves 
ng che various animals? in me they lire, move, and 
ch Wave their being. What keeps thee, Adam, from 
n'd Faking into corruption? Iam near: I ſuſtain thee 
"he N y my power: I guard thee by my providence; and 
nd now the ſceret brezthings of thy ſoul, and all the 


urpoſes of thine heat. 


1 reach'd even to me. Fill'd with devout ecſtaſy, 
AS fred up to him my dazzled eyes. How great 
504 Myound conception, faid I, are the favours of the 
the Ford? he beholds our wietchedneſs with compaſ- 
1: he ſends his angels to give us comfort. O 


wn 
> of ulgent ſpirit! I ſtand confounded and abaſhed 
un- fore thee? Hew (hail I, finſul man that I am, 
rm. re to ſpeak to thee, the unoffending meſſenger of 


aven, acray'd in light and purity? Yet, O be- 


en-B 
be : # Wgvolent angel! nerimir me to mention the fad ap- 
to pecheniions aud {cars that oppreſs my heart. That 


ith- od is every where preſent, I readily believe. I 
and e him in his works: I fecl him in his goodneſs 
up- tender mercies. That the Moſt High, a Being 
ings ect in purity, mould more intimately commu- 

gate himſelt to a worm defiled with ün, I do not 
our elume to expect. What I dread is, that when 
en a $20 ſhall ge multiplied o the earth, he will be e- 
s us Mrang'd nom God bis Maker. I have fallen, my 
orm, dren may allo fall---fail into more horrid depths, 
me 6 thus deing more, and more debas'd, their 
mel-⸗erchedneſs will cncreaſe. The timqwill come 
igh- ner I faait be no longer with them, to inform 
ered en anc. give in my ou perſon evident proofs 
t my We fs loving-kindneſs arid compailicn of the Lord. 
ber. is true, the ſmalleſt inſet will declare his bene- 
ind Pence: but if God continues to hide his face from 
who =" will not the voice of nature be too weak to 
docs WE ts mind? will not the idea of the Deity be 
want + D 2 totally 


[he luminous iphere that encompals'd the an- 
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totally loſt, or, at iealt, aonſounded in darkneſs and 
obſcurity ? This thought gives my foreboding heart f 
exquiſite anguiſh. I tremble with horror when my 
oloomy i imagination repreſents to my view millions 
of cr2atures ſun in diſtreſs and guilt, who may exe. 19 
crete me as the cauſe of their blindneſs and miſery,$, # 


Father of men, reply'd the angel, with aſpect be. 
nign, Ile in whom, and by whom all things exill, 
wr not forſake thine offspring. Often will they, 
by their tranſgreſſions, preſumptuouſly affront thek 
Majeſty of heaven. Often will their ſins cry aloud; 
tor vengeance. The Almighty will graſp his thuny 
Jer, and diſplay the terrors of his judgemente 
The guilty hall tremble in the duſt: the finne 
ihall cry out in agony, Dreadful is the wrath c 
God, who can ſtand before it But more ofte 
will he make himfelf known in kindneſs : he wi 
delight to ſhew favour to the repenting children 0% 1 
men. Mercy and compaſſion dwell always wit 
117 him, judgement is his ftrange work. He will raiſh 

4 from among thy poſterity men whoſe minds he wi! i 
wes  eniightens, They, aſſiſted by the Spirit of Gol 
16 -thall call their brethren to repentance, Sinneſß 
** mall hearken, and forſaking the ways of ſenſualitf 
Wis and profaneneſs, ſhall worſhip a being of ſpotle'm 
9 purity, in ſpirit and in truth. He will ſend among 
1 
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them propacts and holy perſons, whoſe miſſion b d 
will evidence by miracles! thoſe che ſen of the Let 
ſhall cure the diſgaſed, raiſe the dead, and do mar 


* wonderful works. These hall make known ! 
by Jadgements ok the Moll High: they {hall deci: 
14 his condeſcenſion and grace: they ſhall forets 
0 what will happen in diſtant periods of time, an 
0 the zccomplitiment of their prophecies will teac 


af men, that the Eternal cver-tules and directs : 
| cording to his good — and the mereiful « 
. bus of his providence, events that appear, to ſho: 


by dd 
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ſighted mortals, the work of a blind chance. Often 
= will be ſpeik to the ſons of men by his angels; fre- 
OF quently in prodigies. And there will be fome 
igbtebus pertonz to whom he will, wich infinite 


ol Fooodneſs, more intimately manifeil himſelf; to 
„hem be will ſpeak face to face; till at length fhal! 


be uſher'd in the great myſtery of the ſalvation of 
mankind, when the feed of the woman ſhall bruiſe 
the ſerpent's head. 

The angel was filent, and I, encourag'd b;? the 
Fondeſrention and ſweetnels of his look, replz'd, O 
dQ coleitial friend! if thon wilt yet allow ma, trawl as 
lam, to call the: ſo; and why ſhould 1 doubt it? 
cc thou canſt not hate im whom the Eternal! 
aoes not hate hin ſor whom the Divine clemency 
manifeſts itſclf with ſuch ſplendor as {trikes the 
eavenly hoſt with admiration, and turpaſſes the 
power of words to exprefs, when the adoring ſoul, 


t th} 
10uc . 
hun! 


* 
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thee to dra from the obſcurity with which they 


n furrounced, thoſe auguſt myſteries z tell my; 
net is the imnort of the bro The Hd ad 

| net 18 the import Or the promiic, Ihe tees of t 
1alit 


Woman all bruiſe the ſerpent's bead; and what: 
x meant by the curſe denounced againſt man, Thou 


_ malt die? Nothing that the Moſt High permits me 
Le eal, aniwer'd the angel, will I hide from thee. 
wi now then, O Adam! on thy tranſgreſüng the 

| Divine command, God ſaid io the happy fpirits 


nz Gall die. A denſe cloud ſuddenly encornpate'd 
tue eternal throne, and a deep ſilenes reign'd thre? 
the whole expanſe of heaven; the ccleltial hoſt 
were fill'd with conſternation ; but ſuon the dari:- 
neſs diipers'd, and the praiſes of the Higheſt again 
T1eioundeu [rom tas harps of angeis. Never did 
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"$$ 4?) 1 , . 
ay hamol:d in tie duſt, attzmpts to pour forthwats 


gratitude, Tell me, lucid ſpirit, if it be permitted 


„ 5 2 ? ** \T. * P DI 2 44 I 
a9 worſhip byfore him, Man hath diſobeyed me; 


God manifcit himſelf with ſuck luſtte and magni- 
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ficence, but in that memorable inſtant, when his 
creative voice called the ſtars from non-exiſtence, 
and his almighty word went on creating through the 
immenſity of ſpace. The adoring angels were in 
eager expectation of whet vas to foilow this unu- 
ſua] pop, when the majeilic voice of God ſound- 
ed through the arch cf heaven, uttering theſe wore 
of benignity and grace; I will not withdraw mn 
ſavour from the unner, To my inũnite mercy hh 
earth: hai bear witveſs. Of the woman ſhall be 
Lorn an Avenger win hall bruife the head of the 
Ir ent. Heil ſhail net rejoice in this victory. 
Jeath hall loſe its prey. Ye heavens, ſhew forth 
your gladnefſs | Thus ſ ke the Eternal. The blaze 
of his giory would have been too itrong for even 
the ey2s of arcnangele, had not a thin cloud tem- 
per'd its intupportable radiance. The bleſs'd in- 
habitants of heaven celchrated with joy this great 
myſtery, and attun'd their golden harps to the 


In 5. praiſcs of the Fatyer of Spirits, whoſe tender mer- 


(ies are over all his works, How God will par- 
on the ſinner without offending his juſtice, ſur- 
gon. comprehenſion z but it is enough, Eternal 
Truth hath ſaid it. We know, and thou mayelt alſo 
_ aſſur'd, | hens. death, having loſt his power, can 
y diſengage the foul from its bonds. The body, 

t veſtu Ire . carth, ſhall return to the duſt ot 
which it was ſorm'd, while the immortal ſpirit, 
r:hin'd from all defilement, mall be rais'd to heaven, 
to parteke there wita angels, archangels, and all 
the celeſtial hoſt, never-ending felicity. 

Hear, Adam, the order of thy God; I will be 
gracicus to thee and to thy ſeed. © There ſhall be a 
gn between me and thee, as the ſeal of this great 
prom tic: thou 1nalt build an altar on this hill, and 
offer on it a young lamb. Iwill, on my part, fend 
down fire 10 contume the victim. This ſacrifice 


thou 


3 - + aw 


A oe Fry fr 0 


8 kw 
— = Ww# 


iS 
e, 
e 


Il 


. 
* 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 43 


4 thou ſhalt renew every year, and the ſlame ſhall 
IT annually deſcend to burn thine offering. 
I hare now told thee, firſt of men, continu'd the 
Mangel, all that the Moſt High thiaks proper to re- 
EEvcal of his infcrutable decrees. I am alto allow'd 
to ſhew thee, that ye are nct ſo ſolitary on this globe 
as ye imagine. Curs'd as this earth is, ye are ſtill 
ſurrounded by pure ſpirits, who are commiltion'd 
to be your guard and defence, and order'd to pre- 
ide with watchful care cver the works of nature, 
he angel then touching our eye-lids, we beheid 
beauties that I ſhall not attempt to deſcribe. No 
Lords could give ideas thet would do juſtice to the 
right maguilicence of the ſcene, All the country 
Raround us was peopled with the children of hgaven, 


the bands of her Creator, and with ſoft reluctance, 


urms. 4 2 
48 Some were employ'd in collecting the light miſts 
that iſſu'd from the moiſt earth: they bore them 
upwards on their expanded v Mmgs, and converted 
them into mild dews ard fertilizing ſhowers. O- 
thers lay reclin'd near purling brooks, watching 
Wieſt their ſources ſhould fail, and the plants they 
F water'd ſhould be depriv'd.of their humid aliment. 
Many were diſpers'd through the open country, who 
preſided over the grewth of fruits, and ſpread on 
the opening flowers azure, green, and red, with 
every vivid hue, and by breathing on them, im- 
pregnated them with fragrance. Some p:opled the 
groves, employ'd in various offices: from the gli. 
tering wings of theſe were wafted gentle breezes, 
which paſſing through the foliage of the trees, ho- 
ver d. over the flowers, and ſkimmn'd along the ſur- 
face of the brooks and lakeg, Some among theſe 


* them, 


* 


ore beautiful than Eve when ſhe firſt can from 


and modeſt grace, receiv'd ber welcome into my 


celeſtial labourers, having perform'd the talk aſign'd ® 
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the Moſt High, is ſull of beauty, and the admiriug 


007 diſappointments to thy advantage; brinbing 
rrom an apparent evil a real good. Taey witt, 
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them, were ſitting in tlie ſhade joining in hacmo- 
nious cancert : the melody of their voices accon- 
pany'd the founding ſtrings of their golden harps, 
and they ſang to the praiſe of the Moſt High, hymns 
not to be heard by mortal ears, Not a few wer: 
walking on our hill, and among our bowers: un 
their gentle looks I bzheld commiſeration of. our 
diſtreſs: but now our eyes again became unable to 
behold the heavenly effulgence, and the rapturous 
ſcene diſappear d. | 
Theſe which you have juſt beheld, ſaid the angel, 
are ſpirits commiiion'd to watch over the produc. 
tions of the earth: they are the appointed athſtants 
of nature, and help to promote and complete her 
various works, according to the invariable and im- 
mutable laws of the great Firit Cauſe. The Crea- 
or has given exiſtence to innumerable crdets of 
beings. Even this carth, tho' under the curſe of 


angels behold on this globe ovjeQs too ſublime fur 
mortal ſight. The delightiul employment of tome: 
of ti.cſe children of heaven is to watch over th, 
ſafety, O Adam! to avert from thee unturiec; 
misfortune. They accompany thee in all th; ways" | 
they aſſiſt thee in thy labours, and often tulu cen 


Pleaſure ochold ty domeſtic happineſs. hey are 
witneſles of thy moit ſecret actions. A linile 9! 
bene volence ſhews tneir joy, when man, the! 
charge, acts right: the frown of diſdain and ſurrow 
ſits on their brow, when he forgets himielf aud his 
happineſs. Theſe in future ages the Lord wil! 
employ to diſtribute plenty through the countriss 
he will delight to bleſs, or to carry famine and de- 
ſolation among rebellious nations, when it fla! 
Pleaſe him to regal them by his challiſements. 


The 
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The angel ceas'd ſpeaking. Ile caſt on us a look 
of mild condeſcenſion, and was loſt to our eyes in 
a ſhining cloud. We proitrated ourſelves on the 
earth with devout ecſtaſy, and humbly offer*d up 


our thankſgivings to our beneficent and all-merciful 


Creator, 
I immediately ſet vp the altar, as the Lord had 


BF commanded, on the ſummit of the hill; Eve em- 


ployed herſelf in conſtruching around it a little Pa- 
radiſe. She brought from the neighbouring plain 
the moſt beautiful and odoriferous flowers: theſe 


ſhe planted on all ſides of the altar, and with cheer- 


& ful labour water'd them each morning and evening 
from the clear ſtream that flowed near our dwell- 
ing. O tutelar angels, ſaid the, in the midſt of her 
labour, complete the work of my hands; for with- 
out your aid, in vain ſhall I plant, in vain ſhall I 
water! May your kind cares, bright ſpirits, give 
; theſe flowers more life, more beauty, more fra- 
grance, than they had in their native ſoil; for 
to the Lord of All this incloſure is conſecrated ! I 
planted a ſpacious circle of trees around the holy 
altar, and their thick branches ſpread an awful ſhade 

that giſpos'd the mind to devout contemplation. 
In theſe occupations we paſs'd tlie ſummer, ex- 
pos'd each day to the ſcorching ſun. Autumn ar- 
riy'd, and repaid our labour with its various fruits, 
It drew near its cloſe; the loud blaſts of the nörth 
began to be heard, and the tops of the. mountains 
were cover'd with an hoar froſt, Not then knowing 
that the weak earth, which was exhauſted by the 
profuſe liberality of Summer and Autumn, wanted 
to recover her ſtrength by the reſt of Winter, we 
ſaw with grief the ſadden'd face of nature, In E- 
den ye knew no change of ſeaſons: mild Spring, 
gay Summer, and plenteous Autumn charm'd there 
together. As the' Wing advanc'd, the face of 
. wad n ai ure 
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nature wore increaſing gloom: the lowers wither'd 


on their ſtalks, and if any yet ſurviv'd around the 
altar, they ſeem'd with drooping head to mourn 
their approaching fall, The lateſt fruits fell from 
the trees, and the fapleſs branches caſt their leaves. 
The clouds nour'd down torrents of rain, and the 
higheſt peaks of the mountains were cover'd with 
inow. We behe!d this ſcene of deſolation with 
fear and anxiety, Should this, my deareſt Eve, ſaid 
I, be only the firſt effects of the curſe pronounced 
agaiuſt this earth, and God continue to puniſh, ſhe 
will be ſtript of the ſmall remains of utility and 
beauty which her degradation has leit her: ſmall 
were they in compariſon of the delights of Paradiſe, 
yet they were ſufficient to ſoſten our toil, and aford- 
ed us many cf the conveniencics and bleflings of 
life ; but if the Divine malediction continues to 
ſpread deſtruction on this earth, how gloomy will 
be our days? what will become of our promis'd off- 
ſpring? Thus we mourn'd our mclanc>oly ſitua- 
tion; but, encourag'd by the promiſes of God, we 
plac'd in him an humble confidence, Vc endea» 
vour'd to conſole each other, and to drive fron. our 
minds <very thought of murmuring or diſcontent, 
and thankfully ador'd the Lord in the midſt et the 
dreary horrors by which We were ſurrounged. 

We laid up for our Winter-ſupport thoſe fruits 
that had eſcap'd corruption and rottenneſs; and, 
that they migkt be ſtill preferv'e, we dry'd them 
by fire. I coverd our cottage anew, and made a 
cloſer fende around, to keep out the cold and the 
rain. In the mean time our little flock languiilty 
wander'd on the eminence, gaining a ſcanty ſup- 
port by nipping the ſliort graſs that ſtill remain'd, 
or here and there ſprung up afreſh; and I, ſortheir 
ſorther relief, rang'd the country to ſee! them fodder, 
which I carefully preſet, leſt they ſnould periſh, 
if the rizours of Wint&Fincreas'd, | 
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Nus with cold. But at length the genial ſun re-ani- 
mated the earth, and br:zhten'd the heavens, while 
Foentle winds chas'd the moiſt fogs from the ſum- 
mits of the mountains. Reviving nature ſmitr'd at 
Wt he return of youth; the fields were again cloth'd 
My n cheerful green: innumeradle flowers deck'd the 
11 aſtures, and ſeem'd to vie with the fun in luſtre. 
0 : The trees again began to ſhoot out their buds, and 
all nature was full of new-born joy. Thus crown'd 
with leaves and flowers came amiable Spring, that 
gelightful morning of the year. 
1 The trees with which I had ſurrounded the altar, 
e pre- eminent in beauty. Eve ſaw with inex- 
Þ holy ſpot recover their bloom. In vain, my chil- 
ren, ſhou'd I attempt to give you an idea of cur 
FL Joyful ceſtaſy. We ran to the conſecrated circle, 
11d with devout gratitude. The {un illumin'd the 
acred ſpot with the purett radiance. Every crea 
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ture ſeem'd to joi- in our praiſes of the Creator. 


he flowers exhal'd their ſweeteſt odours: the 
Frees extended the hade of their bloſſoming branch» 
s over the holy altar: the wing'd inſects that in- 
Habited the tender graſs chirp'd forth their joy; 
hile the birds on the ſpreading boughs of the trees, 
nliven'd our devotion by their mellifluous harmony. 
e caſt ourſelves on our knees: tears of gratitude 
and joy burſt ſrom our eyes, fell on the graſſy turf, 
ad mingled with the dew of the morning. Our 


ervid prayer aſcended towards the Lord of nature, 
owards the God of grace and goodneſs, who had - 


ercifully turn'd even the effects of his juſt diſ- 
leaſure to our advantage. 


Ino began to cultivate a little field upon the 
ul, I caſt into the fertile earth ſome grains which 
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* Sad and flow paſs'd our days, while the clouded - 
ay pour'd forth rain, and the bleak winds chill'd 


reſſible rapture the flowers ſhe had planted on the 
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I had preferv'd from the produce of autumn. I 
even enrich'd the land with ſeeds I had gather'd in 
the diſtant country. Nature, chance, or reflection, 
often diſcover'd to me means to facilitate my labbur. 
Often too, ignorunce of the ſeaſons, and of, the 
proper ſoils for the different productions, led me 
into errors. Frequently my imagination deceiv'd 
me, and I was diſappointed bend had high hopes 
that I had found the art of contracting my labours. 
I ſhould [3metimes have been without ſource, 
had not the gentle ſpirits, who watch'd oer my 
happineſs, condeſcended to enlighten me. 

One morning, as I calt my eyes towards the al- 
tar, I beheld with awe the flame of the Lord burn- 
ing over it, The riſinß ſun gilded with his beams 
the aſcending ſmoke. Enraptur'd I call'd to my 
beloved, See, deareſt Eve, Iacry'd ; ſee the accom- 
p:iſhment cf the promiſe, Benold the ſacred ſame 
is come down upon our altar. Let us go te it im- 
mediately. Every labeur muſt now ceaſe. I will, 
as the Almighty hath commanded, kill a young 
lamb. Haſte, my love, and chu“ the ſineſt flowers 
to ſtrew the ſacrifice. I took the beſt of my flock; 


I bdut, my children, it is impoſſibl- to give you 4 de- 


ſcription of What I felt, when I went to deprive 
the innocent animal of life. A trembling ſeiz'd 
my hand; I was ſcarce able to hold the (truggling 
victim, and never could I have brought myſelf to 
give it death, had not my reſolution been animated 
by the expreſs command of the Author of life. 
The very remembrance of its endeavours to eſcape 
gives me pain. When I beheld its quivering limbs 
in the laſt moments of its Exiſtence, an univerſal 
tremor ſhook my own ; and when it lay before me 
wittout ſenſe or motion, dreadful forebodings in- 
vaded my troubled ſoul. In obedience to the Di- 
vine command, : laid the bleeding lamb. 2 
2 a a 
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altar, and Eve ſcatter'd on it odoriferous flowers. 
| We then proſtrated ourſelves on the earth before it 
with reverence and fear, and offer'd up our hum» 
N ble praiſes to the God of Truth, who had thus {os 
lemnly verify'd his promiſes. - An awful filence 
- reign'd around us, as if nature celebrated the pre- 
ſence of her God. In this perfect calm our raviſh'd 
J 


- 


ears were charm'd, with the minſtrelſy of heaven. 
The angels, that hover'd over us, join'd in our de- 


. 5 — 
b vout praiſes, The flames ſoon conſum'd the facri- 
y ſice, and on its extinction, which was ſudden, an 


aromatic odour diffus'd itſelf through the far ex- 
tended country. | 
A little after this ſolemn day of reconciliation, 
was going at ſun-ſet to reſt myſelf, after the fa- 
igue of the day, near my beloved. I aſcended the 
zill. I fought for her in vain in our cottage, I 
look'd for her with anxiety in the ſhady bower. At 
ength I found her pale and without ſtrength at the 
ſide of the ſpring, and thee, Cain, my firſt born, 
ying on her boſom. The pains of child-birth had 
ſeized her while ſhe was employ'd in her ordinary 
abours near the brook, She was bedewing thine 
infant face with tears of joy. At fight of me the 
ry'd with a ſmile, I ſatyte thee, ſather of men. 
he Lord hath aſſiſted mie in the hour of diſtreſs: 
have brought forth this ſon, to whom I have given 
he name of Cain, O thou dear firſt-born ! ſaid 
e, the Lord hath favourably regarded the hour of 
hy birth, may all thy days be conſecrated to his ** 
praiſe! How weak, how helpleſs is he that is born 
df woman? Mayſt thou, dear infant, riſe as a vou 
lower in the ſpring! May thy life be a ſweet per- 
ſume offer'd up to heaven! I then took thee, my 
irſt-borg, in my arms. I ſalute thee, ſaid I to 
ve; I falute thee, mother of men. The Lord be 
prais' d who hath aſſiſted thee in thy diſtreſs. I ſa- 
x 4 E . | lute * . 
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lute thee, Cain, firſt of human beings who gave 
„pain to thy mother: firſt of the human race who 
enter'd into life t6 leave it by death. O God, t 
continued I, look down from thy throne, and te-“ 
gard with compaſſion this thy feeble creature. She! tt 
thy gracious benediction on the morning of his liſe. . 
It ſhall be my delightful taſk to inſtruct his your; M'* 
mind: I will ſhew him the miracles of thy grace: 
I I will teach him the wonders of thy love. Morn. 
ning and evening his inſant-lips ſhall be taught to 
, ſound forth thy praiſe. O deareſt Eve, mother of 
men, I cry'd in the tranſport of my heart, a rac 
without number ſhall flouriſh around thee. Thi; 

| myrtle was, like thee, ſolitary, till the render 
* Juckers ſprang from the maternal root. When 
iN mild ſprings ſhall clothe it with new verdure, the 
| arſt ſhoots will produce others, and, in time, thi: 
fingle myrtle ſhall form a little aromatic grove. Ir 
the ſame manner, (let this proſpect conſole thee in 
thy preſent weakneſs), in the fame manner ſha! 
our offspring multiply around this eminence. We 
ſhall from its ſummit ſee their peaceful dwel 
lings adorn the plain: we ſhall ſee them, if deat| 
delays its approach long enough to permit us-—we 
ſhall ſez them lend eachother mutual aſſiſtance, to 
gain the proviſions, the conveniencies, and th: 
ſweets of life. Often will we deſcend from thi; 
hill to viſit our children's children, and under their 
fertile ſhades will we recount the wonders of the 
Lord, and exhort them to piety and gratitude 
n they taſte of joy, we will ſhare it with them 
We will ſympathize in their griefs, and give then 
| conſolation and advice. Frum the tap of this aſcent 
f we ſhall ſee---with gratitude and joy we ſhall fee if 
| a thouſand altars ſmoke around. Their burnt-of FF.” 
ferings ſhall envelope us in ſacred clouds, throug : 

which oh fervent prayers ſhall aſcend to the Grea. 
EN p * Creator: 
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rw Creator, in behalf of ihe human race. And when 
14 che ſolemn day ſhall came, when tac flame of hea» 
te. ven ſhall deſcend upon the firſt and moſt holy altar, 
dei Nchey ſhall aſſemble on this hill. We will lead them 
ige to ſacrifice, and in holy tranſport we ſhall behold. 
* the fruit of our loins form aicund us a vaſt circle 
oc Mot proſtrate worlhippers, | 

1 Thus, O Cain! did I utter the ſweet effuſions. 
t to of my heart. I dig thine infant lips with the 
- or voſt tender j2v. Thy mother then took thee in 
acer enfecbled arms, when, having aſſiſted her to 
"hi iſe, I led her to onr dwelling. * 

ger Strength and virour ſgon began to animate thy 


Niue members. Levghter and gaiety ſparkled in 
he | SY WP" A* 
nine eyes, and mirth lay'd on thy cheeks. Already 
niert thou able to run „ith thy 4ender feet on the 
oft graſs, and among the flowers: alrgady thy little 
'ps began to liſp ſo: th thine infant-thoughts, when 
Eve brought into the world Mahala thy ſpouſe. 
Full of joy you ſkipp'd about the new-born, kiſs'd 
er, and cover'd her with flowers. Eve at length 
rought forth thee, O Abel! and afterwards Thir- 


eat . be! 

=» thy companion. With inexpreſſihle joy we be- 

eld your innocent pleaſures, Our delight increas'd 
» 


the ve ſaw your young minds unfold themſelves, 
FR IN arrive by little and little at maturity. We em- 
oy'd our moſt attentive care to cultivate your 
td ental powers, to direct your thoughts to worthy 
vjects, that your iives might diffuſe the agreeable 
>dour of virtue. "Thus a variety of flowers, com- 


hen! 4 b art, ſorm the ſragrant noſegay, While 


ou, my, chiiren, yet praitled on my knee, or 
Fee has'd each other througb the grove in wanton play, 
di ſcovex'd that man, born in ſin, needs cultivation, 


t-of * | 5 
oup! ike the ftubborn earth curs'd for our tranſgreſſion ;. 
"the nd that vigilance and watchful care are neceſſary 


ator atv. ailuoutals of forming the mind, “ to teacli 
"5 8 . 2 b 
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the young idea how to ſhoot.” To guard the Pliant 
heart from the turbulence of the paſſions, to make 
the powers and noble inclinations of the ſoul bring 
forth their genuine fruits, virtue and piety, requite 
all the teacher's art-+-all the parent's love. 

I have now, my beloved children, the happineſs 
to ſee you arriv'd at your full growth, as the ten. 
der plants are, by the hand of time, transform'd in- 
to lofty and wide-ſpreading trees. Prais'd be the 
God of heaven for his innumerable mercies! ador'd 
for ever be his name, ſor his unmerited goodneſs! 
May you, my dear offspring, by your filial love, 
humble gratitude, and devout reverence, continue 
faithful to kim; and may the grace and benediction 
of the Moſt High always reſt on your dwellings. 

Adam here finiihed his recital. A nymph unit- 
ed by the ſoſt bands of Hymen to her favourite 
ſwain, wanders with him in the early dawn. They 
hear the ſweet notes of the nightingale, while all 
is ſilence atound. Her voice ſeems the echo of 
their own fond thoughts, and through their ſous 
is diffus'd a tender tranſport, The bird ceaſes he: 
melody; but they ſtill liſten with the ear of expec- 
ration turn'd toward the branches from whence ſhe 
chanted her nocturnal ſong. Thus, though our 
general ſather ceas'd to ſpeak, his children remain'd 
Ex'd in mute attention. The different ſcenes he 
Dad pretented Cave them various emotions: fome- 
times the guſhing tear droyp'd from their eyes, © 
others 2 lively joy ſpread itſelf over their — 
The) ail return'd their thanks to the father of men; 
Cain render'd his as well as the others, but he a- 
duc had neither ſmil'd nor wept, 
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it- 'DAM having ſiniſh'd his relation, Abel a- 9 
ite gain tenderly embrac'd his brother, and the- 
ey all leit the bower, each pair taking their way to their 

all {cparate dwellings, while the moon's mild rays en- 

nd lighten d their ficps, O my Thirza, cry'd Abel to 
ul bis beloved, preſing her hand, what exquiſite joy 4 
IS diffuſes irfelf throu oh my foul ! my brother is no | 
oY longer eſtrang'd from me, he loves me: his moiſt- * 1 | 
ſhe ny cheek ſo ke his tenderneſs, while he gave me 1 
** e ſraternal embrace. How did my heart rejoice. il 
wa in a the ſweet effuſion of his return'd affection 1! leſs - "i 
he delightful, lefs reiteſniag, is the evening-dew that 
1 falls on the parch'd earth, aſter it kas been ſcorch'd' 

* by the ſun's burning rays, The furious tempeſl of 
4 his ſoul is calm'd p. eace and love arg, returg'd ; 
4 tney will again take up their abode in our buM#ble« 4 
e al Stages, and give new ſweets to every enjoyment, | 


O thou Benetficeng Being! who haſt ,with infinite 
goounEls watch'd over our parents when they were 
the le inhabitants of this ſpacious eatih keep far 
ſrorg,the heart of my beloved brother, 8 ery bale 
ful and ng pation, _ the Why never 
re· 


x * 3 
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return; but may tranquillity, gratitude, and joy 
render every day deligh:tul, like the paſt ! 
Thirza, with deiigit in her countenance, ſaid, 
Our parents, iny love; felt not more joy at the re- 
turn of ſpring, after the rigours of the firſt winter, 
than they experienc'd when they faw tle tears of 
reconciliation drop from the fotten'd eyes of our 

brother. Our a fFectionate ſ-ther, our fond mother, 
ſeem'd in their tran! port to have recover'd all the 
gnicty of youth, an! every thing around us ſmil'd 
with new joy. Thus did this amiable and virtuous 
pair expreſs the ſweet ſenſations that feli'd their 
hearts. 

Mahala, Cain's ſpoulz, obſerving that his brow 
We - ſtill wore the gloom of diſcontent, preſs'd his hand 
7 to her lips, aud i in a ſoft and tender accent, ſaid, 

Why, y love, deſt thou ſcem fo cold, fo inſenſi- 
* ble in the midſt of ich happineſs ? is the calm that 
is reftor'd to thy foul incapable of enlivening thine 
ces with tender joy? cannot thy heart-felt ſatis- 
*aQtion render thy — ſerene ? I ſheuld 
tk SHcar the cloud of grief that has fo long darken'd 
„thy days, had render'd thee unable to taſte of Joy, 
WU had I nctbeteld, bebeld with ecſtatic delight, con- 
tent and tranſport animate thine eyes, when thou 

gavelt cur brother the fraternal embrace. O my be- 

joved! the Eternal from his throne on high, and 

the benevolent angels who furround us, faw with 

4pprobation the ſoft ſenſations that then fill'd thine 

heart. Suffer me, my dearelt ſpouſe, to preſs thee 
„to my boſom; let my fondneſs again light up joy 
in thy countenance z mayſt thou loſe all thy cares 
in this ſwect embrace. 


ity Cain'tchitd not the tender careſſes of hisſpouſe; 
bpt reply'd, Vo ur joy, your exceſſive joy gives me 
|. offence, Yes, I ant difpleas'd : does not your tranſ- 
15 port Cain! is corrected? he was before a man 
n 215 vicious 
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vicious and wicked---he hated his brother ?---I was 

not wicked-— Whence azoſe fo ſtrange an idea? 
muſt I hate my brother, becauſe I was not always 


weeping over him, or perſccuting him with my em- 
5 braces ?---I never hated my brother. No, never. 
1 I ſaw indeed with pain, that he by his ſoftneſs and 
r effeminacy, ſtole from me the affection of Adam 
and Eve---Cou!ld I be inſenſible of this? But, Ma- 


Y 

2 hala, it is not without cauſe, that ſorrow hangs on 
1 my brow. What imprudence in our father to re- 
3 count to us the hiſtory of his ihameful fall, and all 
7 the diſaſters of which he and Eve are the cauſe! 


What need was there ſor us to know, and be fo often 


4 told, that it was their fault that loſt us all the de- 
1 lights of Paradiſe, and render'd us unhappy? Were 
L we ignorant of this, our miſeries would be more 
- ſupportable, and we ſhould not deplore the want of 
£ enjoyments of which we could then have no idea» + 
e Mabala ſtifled in her heart remonſtrances and 
complaints, and carefully read her huſband's eyes, 
d to ſee if ſhe might venture a reply. Then mildly 
d auſwer'd, Suffer me, I conjure thee, my beloved, 
„ to weep; for I cannot reſtrain my tears. Suffer me 
- to implore thee for thyſelf. I beſecch thee to drive 
u far from thee this gloomy melancholy, that is again 
Þ beginning to over-cloud thy foul, Thou canſt, I 
d know, my love, thou canſt diſperſe it, and reſtore 
h to thy heart peace and ſerenity, Let not thy trou- 
Ec bled imagination always preſent to thy view ſub- 
e jects of miſery and griet, where thou awfhteſt 89 | 
y behold divine benignity and grace. O Sin! why ; 
28 ſhould we blame our affectionate parents for relat- 
ing to us, the wonders God has done for fallen 3 
ez man! They would excige in our fouls a lively gra- 
ze Ititude and firm confidence. They are keenly ſen- 2 


{- ſible of every thing that can be a ſubj:& of paiy and * 
mn Isrief to us, and 'tis barbarity to reproach them 
US; * * e _ with © 
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59 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
with qur miſery. Riſe, my love, I entreat ther, 
riſe ſuperior to the vexations that would again in- 
trude themſelves into thine heart, and obſcure our 
days with gloomy ſadneſs, She ſaid no more, but 
gave her huſband a tender glance, white her eye; 
ſwam in tears. 

The ſmile of affection now temper'd the auſtenit- 
of Cain's countenance; and he repiz'd, as he em- 
brac'd Mahala, 1 will, my dear, ſurmount the ven- 
ations that wouid gain an empite over me. I wil 
not obſcure thy days or mine vithunareiling forrove, 

Anamelech, one of the inferior ſpiiits of hell, 
had obſerv'd the behaviour and diſcourſe of Cain. 
He had ſeen, with malicious joy, the ſigus of envy 
and wrath in his ruſſled features. This marian 

damon, though of the lowelt order amo: 72 tue re- 
angels, did not yield in pride and ambition to 
Satan, the arch-apoſtate. Often, wit in hell, Le 
retir'd from his companions, whom he dcſpis'd ; 
often he remain'd in ſolitude among the infzQed 
rivers of ſulphur, that flog"! through the burnin; 
land; or {tray'd alone on the enormous rocks, 
whoſe ſummits were hid in ſtormy clouds, Ther. 
in fecret he repin'd at his 1gnoble inc. v1engB; wail? 
tae blue flames, reſicc wy from the tops of the 
mountains, caſt an obſcure and norr 10 licht en the 
path made by his wandring tet, Bat u hen hel, 
with tumultuous roar, celebrated the praiſes aud 
- triumphs of her king, who, on bis return from tt: 
reitrig globe, late with pride, recounted how 
d ledbc'd or general ance tors, and boaſted 
his having forc'd the Eternal to pronounce againſt 
them the decree of death and w retclodneſs, then 
the black venom of envy ſwell' ! the Faugorous NW + 
breaſt of Anamelech. Ifuſt Satan, h y' to | 


j „ himſelf, though accurs'd, enjoy in hel! triumphs 
and Mile, while J, unnotic'd, rove in *trough | 
=” 7 throug * 
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through the dark corners of theſe gloomy regions, 
or am confounded among the vile croud, who with 
ſervile ſhouts aggrandiſe him, and hail him victor? 
No! I feel myſelf equally capable of noble daring: 
Iwill aſtoniſn my compeers: I will force hell's 
fierce monarch to prenounce my name with reſpect. 
Actuated by the proſpect of riling to diſtinguiſh'd 
greatneſs among the infernals, he meditated bale- 
ful projets, and nouriſh'd in ſolitude inveterate 
hatred to the human race. His black mind form'd 
various ſchemes for their deitruCtion, and his bore 
rid deſigns ſucceeded but too well. The miſeries 
of Adam's offspring render'd the name of this vile 
daemon great among the diabolical powers of the 
fiery deep. He it was who, after a ſacceſſion of 
ages, incited a cruel king to maſſacre thEinfants of 
Bethlehem. He ſaw, with a malignant ſmile, men, 
barbarous as the out-caſts of heaven, diſplay a ſa- 


Vage rage 2 thoſe innocents; He receiv'd an 


horrid pleaſure, while he beheld their little limbs 
daſh'd againſt the ſtones, which their ſpouting 
veins ſtain'd with blood. He was delighted to fee 


them ſtabb'd and diſmember'd in the arms of their 


diſtrated mothers. He hover'd with cruel ſatiſ- 
faction over that unfortunate city. The cries of 
theſe tender victims were to him agrecable melody. 
He fed with eager joy on the heart-rending. com- 
plaints of their inconſolable mothers. The mang- 
led limbs of infants trampled under the feet of their 
ſavage murderers, was to him a pleaſing ſight, and 
he felt an helliſh tranſport, when he beheld their 
fond parents proſtrate on the earth, in all the bit- 
ternels of anguiſh, tearing their hajr, and beating 


oy diſtaia'd with the blood of their guilte | 


leſs Wopring. - . 
This relentleſs fiend revolving in his gloomy 
_ breaſt the actions of hell's fell monareh, diſdain'd 
= >! | >». ignobla 
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ignoble ſloth. Iwill aſcend, ſaid he; I will aſcend 
to earth, I'll know the import of the ſentence, | 
Man ſhall die. I will accelerate his doom--I will 

kill, He then with haſty firide paſs'd through the 

gate of hell. He mark'd and trod the footſteps the 
arch-ſiend had trac'd throngh ancient night, and 
the tumultuous empire of Chaos. Thus a brigan- 
tine equipp'd for theft, ſteers with full ſail through 
the immenſe ſea, and itopping on the coſt of Hef. 
peria, ſurpriſes the tranquil inuebitants of ſore 
peaceful village; ſeizes the active youth, while fa- 
thers, mothers, brothers, ſlers, and inconſolable 
wives, lament on the thore, purſuing with their 
weeping eyes the rava;zers, who, with out- ſpread- 
ing fails, ſoon eſcape from ſight. 

The deteitable Anamelech long ſlew with rapi— 
City thro? the gloomy empiie of night, till at length 
he perceiv'd a faint light on the frontiers of the 
createduniverſe. As a male factor meditating ſome 
horrid murder in the ſhade and ſilence of the night, 
proceeds to execute his bloody purpoſes through 
the gloom towards the city, and f:n.ds it on all ſides 
illuminated, is {truck with fear, and would gladly 
| hide himſelf from every cye ; thus the impure ſpirit 
„ was agitated with terror, while he traverſed the 

| immenſe ſphere witich furcounded the earth, On 
; N his arrival on this globe, his pieraing eye ſoon diſ- 
covered the abode of man, aud he alighted in the 
| {hady grove, 
Here then, faid he, dwe'!s man, heaven's new 
+ favourite, This earth is curs'd, and far unlike 
+ tho ſmiling garden where he farſt was plac'd. De- 
lightful ſpot | now guarded by the flaming ſword j 
for I beheld it while I hover'd o'cr the carth [his 
= Y they have loſt; but what is leſt them 75 08me!!, 
Perhaps by plaintive ſupplications tugy rave ſoften: 
mne anger of their God: Fur did not hell {till fo!- 
5 — > lows % 
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low me from place to place; did I not bear within 
myſelf an hell, I might, for aught I fee, be happy 
hexe: but poſſibly their groſſer bodies may be ſub- 
ject to pains, to griefs, unknown to ethercal ſub- 
ſtances. Ah! I ſee ſome of the heavenly hoſt 
plac'd as guardians over man, though under male- 
diction, I muſt elude their care, eſcape their gt- 
tention, or all my deſigns will be render'd abortive, 
and I ſhall become the ſport, rather than the ad- 
miration of Satan, and the ſycophants who ſur- 
round his throne, Yonder is the Emily of ſinners: 
but 1 ſee no ſigns of miſery: their evils, perhaps, 
commence not till death. Ill know. If their hearts 
are open to ſæduction, Iwill, by my wiles, engage 
them in new crimes that may accelerate their pun- 
iſhment. Satan ſucceeded by an eaſy artifice with 
the chieſs of this family, white they were yet per- 
fect. Now they are degraded by fin and the curſe «i 
of their God, can it be harder to ſubvert them? 
No! I ſhall induce them to commit actions ſo 
| black, that their heavenly guardians ſhall quit the 
earth with horror, and he who created them ſhall 
| by his thunder exterminate the ungrateful raec, or 
| prechpitate them into the burning lake; then on 
our ſcorching banks we ſhall taſte of joy; ſhall tri- 
umph, while we behold theſe worthy inhabitants 
of this new world rolling in flames of ſulphur, 
curſing their exiſtence, and their Almighty Maker. 
A- !---I fee one of them bears on his brow the 
marks of ſullen diſcontent. He has a ferocity in 
his looks that gives me hopes. My firſt effort ſhall 
be on him. His companion weeps.---I will learn 
the cauſe of her tears. | | 
1 The malevolent ſpirit, inviſible to human ſight, _ - 


follow'd Cain. and his ſpouſe, meditating ſeduc-" 6 
| tion and murder. When they were retir'd to their 
; dwelling, the impure daemon repeated after them, 
; 0 1 in 
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in malicious mockery ; Riſe ſuperior to the vexa- 
tions that intrude themſelves into thine heart! 
Drive far from thee theſ&clouds of melancholy that 
would obſcure thy days! Then quitting irony to 
give utterznce to the infernal malice by which he 
was agitated 3 No, ſaid he, what is good ſhall ne- 
ver take root in thine ungrateſul heart: I will de- 
{troy it. Thoſe clouds of r12janchuly thou wouldſt 
diſperſe, ſhall be re-aſſembled o'er thy head, thick 
and black as thoſe which ſurround with eternal 
darkneſs the ſummits of the infernal mountains, 
My taſk will be no hard one. Thou thyſelf labour- 
eit to aſſemble them. 1 have only to aſſiſt thee : 
it will be to me a pleaſing task to ſecond thine own 
efforts. Yes, I will accumulate them on thy brow: 
deſolation and miſery yet unknown to the human 
race, ſhall find entrance among mortals: thy days 
ihall be fill'd with horror and darkneſs, ana theſe 
darlings of heaven ſhall taſte the cup of wrath 
pour'd forth for angels. ; 
Cheerful dawn again began to gild the horizon, 
inſpiring ſongs and gaiety, when Cain with his in- 
ſtru.:;ents of huſbandry was going to the field. Abel 
had already given him the ſaltite of the migrning, 
and was conducting his flocks to paſtures, ſtill moiſt 
with the dew of the night. Mahala and Thirza 
were advancing hand-in-hand towards the garden 
which ſurrounded the altar. They ſtop to ſalute 
their brothers, when Eve came to them from ner 
cabin with geſtures of deſperation.— Both were 
ſeiz'd with inquietude and concern, and approach- 
ing her, cry'd out with emotion, O my mother, 
you weep.---Why weep you? Eve at this queſtion 
redoubled her tears; then endeavouring to ſtifle 
ber grief, ſhe giving them a look of affectiau, ſaid, 
while her words were interrupted by ſightg-Alas ! 
my children, have you not heard dreadful groans 
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— come ſrom our dwellings? The ſharpeſt pains this 
|! night have ſeiz'd your father, and he now {truggles 
at with ſome diſeaſe that ſeems to penetrate even to 
0 his bones. He endeavours to conceal his anguiſh, 
e He would prevent the ſighs that eſeape from my 
e- heart. He ſuppreſſes his complaints, and ſtrives 
e. to conſole me. But, 0 my children! the moſt 
t poignant grief has taken poſſtzſſion of my ſoul, and 
;k my tortur'd heart refuſes glpconſfolntion. Wheu 
al he repoſes in moſt tranquMMlity, he f:ems loſt in 
5, reſlection: an inſtant aſter he groans with agony z 
* a cold ſweat covers his face, and the tears he had 
: reſtrain'd burſt in a torrent from his eyes, O my 
'n dear children! dreadful apprehenſtons oppreſs my 
*: heart. Support me, my daughters, ſupport your 
an WW unhappy mother (inking under the weight of af. 


YS WW fiction. Let us go to your father. Eve, follow'd 
ſc by her lamenting children, return'd to her ſpoule, 
th WW weeping, and leaning on the ſhoulder of Mahala: 
Fill'd wich ſorrow, they ſurrounded the bed of 
the ſick, Adam then lay tranquil, His counte- 
nance and geſtures diſcover'd, that, in ſpite of ſuf 
tering and pain, his foul was maſter of itſelf. He 
caſt on his afſlicted chilzen a look of paternal ten- 
derneſs. He even gave them a ſmile of aff=Ction, 
and ſaid, the hand of the Almighty, my beloved 
oltspring, is on me. My enwalils are torn with an- 
guiſh : but prais'd be the Lord, who regulates all by 
unerring wiſdom! Perhaps he has ordain'd theſe 
pains to unlooſe the bands that unite my ſonl to 
this frail body. If it is now to return to the duſt 
of which it is form'd, I ſubmit. T adore the diſ- 
penſations of my Maker, and wait with reſignation 
and love the fatal hour, I will praiſe thee, the So- 
vereign of life and death, till this union is diffoly'd: 
my ſoul ſhall then, deliver'd from its veſture of 
earth, offer thee more elevated praiſe, Ood of 
S; «© F Con- 
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Conſolation i deign to be my ſupport. Teach me 
to endure with patience my preſent pain, in firm 
hope of future happineſs. But above all, forſake 
me not, O my Maker! forſake not an expiring 
ſinner in the diſtreſsful hour of death! Abandon 
me not when my ſoul is diſmay'd by the laſt trem- 


blings of nature. 
He then caſt his 


uid eyes on our general mo- 
ther, who was weept his ide: And thou, Eve, 
ſaid he, whom I love 25mylelf, and you, my dear 
children, add not to my griefs by your ſorrow and 
tears. How cruelly does your aflliction diſtreſs 
me! Ceaſe, my beloved, ceaſe theſe ſighs, and 
theſe lamentations. Perhaps the Lord may remov: 
the terrors of his hand, and death may yet be at 
a diſtance. Perhaps I may again, even on earth, 
taſte joy and gladneſs. I wait the good pleaſure 
of my,Godz- and reſign myſelf to his will. Do you 
alſo, my dear children, and you my tender ſpouſe, 
acquieſce with ſubmiſſion and devout gratitude in 
the divine appointments. Accuſtom yourſelvez 
beforehand to reſlect with holy reſignation, on the 
inſtant when it ſhall pleaſe the Almighty to trip 
off this garment of earth, and take me from you, 
The father of mankind ceas'd to ſpeak. Sharp 
pangs again ſeiz'd him, and he could only utter 
ſghs and groans. - 
When his agonies were abat2d, he regarded al: 
about him. with ſilent attention; but his looks were 
more particularly fix'd on Eve, whodeem'd over- 
whelm'd by her deep diftreſs.: her ſorrows aug- 
— mented thoſe of her huſband, and to conſole her, 


{+ he again reſum'd his diſcourſe : Alas ! ſaid he, the 
" death experienc'd by the firſt ſinner will doubtleſs 
by have ſomething frightful in it, to thoſe who ſhall 
0 behold it: but it will be more terrible ſtill to him 


who ſhall be the victim. May that merciful Goo, 
+ whe 
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who has never abandon'd us in our diſtreſs, ſuccour 
me in that dreadful hour !.---He will do it---hts 
paſt mercies are pledges that he will. As for you, 
my children, added he, go---lcave me-—relign me 
to the will of the Lord. Pray for me with fervour. 
This dreadful criſis may perhaps eud in a ſweet 
ſleep, that may reſtore vigour to- my enfeebled 
members.. iy a 

Adam was filent. His children ſtoop'd to kiſs 
his trembling hand. Yes, my fat they cry'd, 
we will proſtrate ourſelves before t Pord. We 
will ſupplicate that (weet repoſe may repair thy 
{trength exhauſted by ſuffering, O may our pray- 
er be accepted | may the Lord remove from thee 
theſe pains by which thou art now tormented } 


With hearts pierc'd with grief they left the cot- 


tage, Eve only remain'd. I would ſleep, faid A- 
dam, addreſſing himſelf to his wife, «who fat near 
his bed ſuffus'd in tears. Why, my beloved, doſt 
thou give way to thy grief? thy tenderneſs, by in- 
creaſing my pain, may chaſe repoſe far from me. 
At length he wrapt his face in the ſkins which co- 
ver'd him, to conceal from his companion the di- 
ſtreſs and inquietude of his mind, Is this, ſaid he, 
to himſelf-—is this that hour fo full of horror? I 
fear it is. 
me not, O my Maker! forſake not in the laſt ago- 
ny an expiring ſinner. How ſweet would be my 
conſolations, even in death, if theſe ſufferings, 
theſe-tear., would exempt my unhappy offspring 
from the conſ:quences of the curſe prenounc'd on 
them for my {in i—-But no---the ſame horrors will 
terrify, the ſame veil of darkneſs will extend over 
all born of woman, From a trunk empoiſon'd by 
lin, what can be produc'd but finners ?---ſinners 
ſubject to death -I have kill'd all my poſterity. 
All, like me, muſt be torn from thoſe they love 
E 2 from 


Great God, how terrible - Abandon 
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from thoſe whoſe tenderneſs ſoſten'd and endear'd 
life, and gave it all its deligbts. O Eve! O ſpouſe 
tender and dear! what anguiſh will rend thine 
heart! what tears wilt thou ſhed over my ſenſeleſs 
dui! Frightful proſpect ! Will not my manimate 
clay tremble, when the orphan, left without ſup— 
port, ſhall lament the loſs of its father, ſnatch'd 
away by death in the midſt of his courſe ? or when 
decrepit parents thall be depriv'd of their ſons, who 
were the a. and ſupport of their declining 
age ? wh rs ſhall water with their tears the 
— bodies of their brothers; the wife that of the 
huſband; the lover that of the object belov'd; Spare 
then my memory, O my children! curſe not my 
peaceful duſt. It is juſt that the weight of the 
curſe ſhould fall on the laſt hour; the hour that 
tears us from this iife of ſin, Death, when he di- 
vides the ſoul from its covering of clay, will alſo 
draw it from a ſlats of malediction. If notwith- 
ſtanding the little power its degradation has left it, 
it has ſtruggled againſt vice, and endeavour'd to 
raiſe itfelf to virtue, it ſhall enjoy never-ending 
happineſs in the regions of in:mortality. Ye ought 
not then, O mine offspring! to execrate my aſhes, 
Our abode on earth 4s not properly life : *tis but 
the dawn of life: a troubleſome dream. Oppreſl: 
me not then, ye mountains of grief! *Tis by dying 
I fhail revive. IT wait for that inſtant, firmly rely- 
ing on the meicies of my Goa! Such were the 
thoughts of Adam, when a'ſweet Beep «=, erpower' 
bis ſenſos. 

Eve fat drown'd in ferrow by the bed of he. 
ſleeping huſband, and, in a low volcę, fearing to 
&1/8cb his repoſe, vented the 2nguith of her heait, 
What evils do I experience ? ſaid ſhe, O curſc, 
the conſequence of tn! let thy burthen reſt on me, 
I was the füſt Gnaer, Let a double weight uf woe 


fait 
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fall on my wretched head. It is juſt, I was the 
firſt offender, Ah! 'tis already on me. All the 
oriefs, all the diſtreſſes of my huſband, of my un- 
happy offspring, flow from me, Their pains, their 
ſorrows, are ſo many gnawing worms tbat prey on 
me. O my ſpouſe ! if thou dieſt---How I tremble 
at the idea] a general ſhivering ſeizes me; the 
cold ſweat trickles down my face. Can the hore 
rors of death be more dreadtul? If thou art going 
to die for my fault, O Adam! if theſe agonies are 
to unlooſe the bands of life! hate me not. Add 
not to my inſupportable- miſeries, thine anger. 
And ye, my children, curſe not your unhappy 
mother. Guilty as Fam, 1 deſerve your pity. Ye 
upbraid me not, 'tis true; but, alas! every ſigh, 
every tear, awakens my keen remorſe, and is to 
me a cutting reproach. O God Almighty! lend 
an ear to my Maintive ſupplications, and remove 
his ſufferings: or if they are the forerunners of 
death; if his body muſt now return to the duſt, 
terrifying thought! ſeparate us not: let me die 
with him. Suffer my ſoul to retire firſt, that I 
may not behold his laſt pangs. I was the firſt ſin- 
ner. Eve ceas'd to ſpeak, and remain'd inconſol- 
able, weeping by the ſide of her huſband, 

ain, in ſpite of the roughneſs of his temper,” 
had ſhed tears at the groans and diſcourſe of his 
father. He went into the fields when he left the 
cot and thus expreſs'd his concern: I could 
not Nelp weeping when I was near the bed of my 
father: yet I hope he will not die. God grant that 
this good parent, whom ] love, may not die. Yes, 
I could not help weeping : but yet I am not drow:rd 
in forrow like my brother. Before I {hed tears on 
all occaſious, I muſt loſe my natural firmneſs, and 
become like him ioft ini eſfeminate. Will the 
ſtill ſay that I am of a ſavage diſpoſition ? At Jeaft 
F 3 © theyl. 
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they“! imagine that Abel loves Adam better than 
I, becauſe 1 cannot weep like him. I love my ta- 
ther: he is as dear id me as he is to my hrother: 
but I cannot command my tears to flow, 

Abel, nenetraicd with forrow, went into his pa- 
Aures. e prollcated himſelf on the earth; he bent 
tis head on the graſs, which te moillen'd with his 
deals, and addreis'd this s praycr to the Almighty. 

With the moſt vrofound hun hty, I would praiſe 
thee, O my God! Thou conducts ft the affairs of 
mortals with unercing wiidom, and infinite good- 
neſt, Tho" depreſs'd by grief, I dare preſume to 

offer vp to thee my ſurplicationsz Tor thou halt 
permitted the ſinne r to mplore thy mercy. Lhine 
unmerited goodnets has allow'd us this ſweet con- 
ſolation, in the midſt of the eviis which ſurround 
ns. TL ought not, I do not hope, that thou wilt 
change the purpoſes of wy wiſdom, in compliance 
with the deſites of u p laintive worm. Thy ways, 
O Gracious God! are wile and good. To thy 
will I revgn myfeif, ſupplicating only for ſtrength 
to ſutfer, and for conſolation in our pain. Thou 
knoweſt, O Omniſcient God! Thou knoweit the 
defires, the ardent wiſhes of my ſoul. If theſe de- 
fires, if theſe wiſhes are not contrary to the deſigns 
of thine infinite wiſdom, reſtore us our common 
parent z---reſtore to cur afflicted mother the huſ- 
band for whom ſhe ſupplicates thee---reflore her 
him in whom her life is bound up, and whoſe loſs 
would render ber wretched---reſtore to us, Be ſor- 
rowing children, a ſather tenderly beloved. De- 
fer, O God, merciſu! 2nd gracious | defer, if it 
be thy will, his death to a more diſtant period. 
Speak, O Cod! and it is done: command, and it 
is accompliſh'd. At thy nod our evils will diſap- 
pear, and joy and gladneſs, thankſgivings and 


praiſe, will reſound from the humble W 
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of ſinners.” Permit him who gave us life, to re- 
main yet longer with us. Spare him, that he may 
Qill declare to us thine infinite bounties, and teach 
our inſant children to liſp forth thy praiſe. Put if 
thine unerring wiſdom has appointed this the time 
of his diſſolution, be not offended, O my Maker |! 
with this exceſs, of our grief. Pardon the dif- 
order of my words. If he muſt now die, lend him, 
O God cf compailion !—lend him tkine alliſtance 
in the terrible hour of death, and mcurcifuily tor- 
give our crits and groans, Moderate, by thy di- 
vine conſolations, our aftliftion; that we may not 
offerd thee by our deſpair, 

Such was the prayer of Abel. He was ſtill pro- 
firate on ihe earth, from which he was rous'd by 
a diſtant ſound, Sweet odours were wafted around, 
and before bim ſtood a guardian angel, reſplendent 
in beauty. Ow his ſerene brow he wore a coronet 
of roſes, and his ſmile was gracious as the opening 
day. He ſaid, with a voice mild as the breath of 
the zephyrs, 'The Lord hath lent a gracious ear, 
O Abel, to the voice of thy ſupplications, He hath 
granted thee the defires of thine heart. He hath 
commanded me to aflume a body, and to bring 
thee conſolation and ſuccou The Eternal who 
inceſſantly watches over his creatures z who regards, 
with an eye of beneficence the crawling inſeCt, as 
well as the archangel array'd in glory, bath order'd 
this earth to produce in its boſom ſalutary remedies 
for the diſeaſes of its inhabitants, whoſe bodies, by 
the fall, are expos'd to pain and ſickneſs, which ſhall 
by degrees lead them to death and to corruption, 
the ſad conſequences of having diſobey'd their 
Maker. Friend, take theſe plants, and theſe flowers; 
they are ſpecifics to reſtore health to thy father: 
boil them in the clear water of the fountain ; let 
bim drink, and. be whole, 

| | The 
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The angel, having given him the ſalutary herbe, 
diſappear'd. Struck with inexpreſſible aſtoniſh- 
ment, he remain'd ſometime immoveable: then 
breath'd the devout gratitude of his ſoul in this eja- 
culation: What am I. O God? what am I? that 
thou ſhouldſt thus graciouſly regard my prayer. I 
am but ſinful duſt and aſhes. I would praiſe thee, 
O my Cod; but thy bounties exceed all praiſe, 
The triumphant archangel cannot juſſiciently exal! 
thy name, yet thou haſt deign'd to accept the ſup- 
plications of a worm. 

His lively joy lent him wings. He ran to hi; 
cottage, and with eager impatience prepar'd the 
odoriferous dilution. This perform'd, he flew to 
his father. Lve was ſtill bath'd in tears, and her 
daughters ſat penſive by her ſide. They ſaw, with 
ſurpriſe, his eagernels, the joy which ſparkled in his 
eyes, and the ſmile which ſat on his lips. Dry uy 
your tears, my beloved, ſaid he, as he enter'd, 
Veep no more, O my mother! the Lord bath heard 
our prayers, he hath ſent us ſuccour. An angel 
hath appear'd to me in the paſtures. He hath 
given me aromatic herbs and flowers, gather'd by 
his celeſtial hand. Boil theſe, ſaid he, in clear 
water, and reſtore health to thy father, They 

= heard his words with aſtoniſhment, and render'd 
thanks to the Lord, with gratitude and humble 
confidence. The ſick drayk the healing draught, 
and ſoon experienc'd its ſalutary effects. Adam 
now rais'd himſelf on his bed, and with ardent 
piety offer'd up his adorations; then taking the 
hand of Abel, he preſs'd it to his cheek, and 
wetted it with tears of joy, faying, O my fon! 
bleſſed be thou | thou by whom God hath ſeut me 
ſuccour: thou whoſe virtue pleaſeth the Lord: 
thou whole prayer he accepts, aud hath vouchſaſ d 
to anſwer. I again bleſs thee, my ſon ! my be- 


loved 
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þ loved ſon Eve and her daughters then embrac'd 
12 him by whom the Lord had ſent them ſuccour, 
n Cain at this inſtant enter'd the dwelling of his 
a father. While in the field he had been termented 
at with care and anxiety, I will return, ſaid he to 
| himſelf; I will return to my father : perhaps. he 
e, needs my aſſiſtance. Perhaps be is already dead, 
e. and I have not receiv'd a laſt bleſſing from his lips. 
lt Iwill haſten to him. I love my father. 
p- On his entering, he ſaw with amazement their 
joy. He keard Adam bleſs his brother. Mahala, 
18 his wife, ran to him, and embracing him, ſaid 
he the Lord, my beloved, hath ſent us ſuccour by the 


to hand of Abel. Caim approach'd the bed of Adam, 
er and kiſhng his hand, ſaid, I ſalute thee, O my 
th father! Prais'd be God who reſtores thee to cur 
vis tears: but, O my father, have you no bleſſing for 
up me? You have bleſs'd my brother, by whom the 
d. Lord ſent you help: bleſs me alſo---me your fitſt- 
rd born. Adam giving him a look of aſfection, and 
rel preſſing his hand between both his, ſaid, I give 
th thee my bleſſing, O Cain! be bleſs'd of God, O 
by my firſt born ! May the favour of the Lord reſt al- 
2ar ways on thee. May thine heart enjoy tranquillity 
ey and peace, and thy foul uninterrupted repoſe. 
i'd Cain then embrac'd his brother. How could he 


. . % , * R * 
ble avoid it? all bad embrac'd him. | 
ht Cain left his father's ling; but ! 

t, ain left his father's dwelling; but it was to te- 
am tire into the gioomy rece{{2s of a thick grove, where 


ent MW oppreſs'd with melanciioiy, he repeated after Adam, 
the Peace and tranquiliity. --an uninterrupted repoſe-— 
nd MW How can I enjoy this tranquillity ?--- Where ſhall I 
nl! bnd this repoſe? Was I not ſorc'd to petition for a 
me  blefling, while his affection made bim, unaſk'd, 
rd: pour forth his foul in Elefſings on my happy bro- 
Ad ther? tie has allow'd me my rank of firſt-born: 
be- What advantage to me is this ſuperiority 2 Miſery 
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is my inheritance; diſdain my portion. It is by 
the hand of Abel the Lord has reſtor'd health to 
our father. I am rejected. The bright meſſen. 
gers of heaven appear not to me: they paſs me 
with contempt: they honour me not with their 
regards. While I ſpend my ſtrength in the labours 
of the held; while the ſweat drops from my face 
embrown'd by the ſcorching ſun, the angels hold 
converſe with him, whoſe delicate hands are un- 
ſoil'd by labour; who lies idle near his flocks, or 
with unmanly ſoftneſs is ſhedding tears, becauſe 
the ſhining dew glitters on the graſs aud herbage, 
or the ſetting ſun tinges the clouds with purple, 
Happy favourite! All nature ſmiles on thee. 1 
only feel the curſe; I only eat my bread by the 
ſweat of my brow. The whole weight of the di- 
vine malediction falls on my wretched head. I am 
in every thing unhappy. Thus revolving in his 
melancholy brain gloomy ideas, the offspring of 
hatred and envy, he wander'd in the thick ſhade, 
The ſun was retiring behind the azure mour- 
tains, and reflected on the clouds a glowing red, 
when Adam ſaid to his wife, I will, my beloved, 
before the day is clos'd, render thanks to God, who 
hath reſtor'd my health. He left his bed, full of 
Airength and vigour, and repair'd, accompany'd by 
his daughters, to the entrance of his cottage. The 
departing ſun diſfus'd a mild light over the fields: 
Adam caſt himſelf on his knees, and view'd with 
tranſport the country thus enlighten'd, Here am 
I, ſaid he, with fervent effuſion of heart---here 
am I, my Sovereign Maſter, proſtrate before thy 
face, penetrated with a lively ſenſe of thine infinite 
goodneſs, Ye agonizing pangs, what are become 
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1 of you? Ye pierc'd my bones, ye ſcorch'd my vi- Nſor 
4 tals; yet in the midſt of anguiſh my ſoul loſt not (tre 
# her hope; ſhe plac'd her confidence in God, and e 
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was not diſzppointed. The Almighty lent a gra- 
cious ear to the groans and cries of a ſinner : he 
regarded the voice of a worm, Health return'd, 
pain and forrow were no more. Death ſhall not 
yet triumph over my duſt: I ſhall ſtill praiſe my 
Maker, in this habitation of clay, this houſe of 
corruption. I will praiſe thee, O my God | I will 
praiſe thee from the early dawn to the riſing of the 
evening- ſtar. While my ſoul is confin'd in this 
body of earth, it ſhall Kammer forth its gratitude z 
but it will praiſe th:e in more exalted ſtrains, when, 
diſengag*d from this obſtructing duſt, it ſhall riſe 
triumphant and refin'd.: it ſnall then behold thee, 
face to face, array'd in all the luſtre of thy magni- 
bcence, O ye angels, reſplendent in light! caſt 
your eyes on this dwelling of ſinners; this abode 
of death. The earth ſhook from its foundations 
when it became defild by fin, and its Almighty 
Maker turn'd from it his regards. Yet on this 
earth he now diſplays the wonders of his love. 
Attune your golden harps to his praiſe. Exalt his 
name in ſeraphic ſtrains, while man, weak man 
can only liſp his rapture. I ſalute thee, O ſun! 
I ſalute thy retiring beams. When thy morning 
rays enlighten'd theſe fields, I groan'd, oppreſs'd 
by pain: when they illumin'd my dwaling, I ſa- 
luted them with my ſighs; ere they have given place 
to the grey twilight, I am returning thanks to the 
Lord of Life, who hath remov'd my griefs. I ſa- 
lute you, ye lofty mountains, and ye hills ſcatter'd 
over the piain; mine eyes ſhall ſtill behold, reflect- 
ed from your ſummits, the glowing brightneſs of 
the rifing and the ſetting ſun. I ſalute you, O ye 
birds, who chant the praiſes of the Eterhal; your 
ſongs (hall ſtill. recreate mine ear. Ye limpid 


ſtreams, I ſhall again repoſe my weary limbs on 
your flowery banks again be lull'd to reſt l 
J : olt 
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ſoft murmurs; and, ve groves, ye bowers, ye 
woods, I ſhaii fill wak under your reireſhing 
ſhades; ye ſhall again ſhicld me from the ſun's too 
ardent ray, when, rapt in profound meditation, I 
ſhall wander in your fragrant retreats. I ſalute 
thee, O nature entire; but J worſhip and adore 
only nature's God, who ſupperted my vile clay, 
when ready to crumble into duff, 

The father of men thus prais'd the Lord, white 
the whole creation appear'd attentive to his prayer, 
and ſcem'd to felicttate his return te life, The 
glorious orb of day darted on him its laft rays, The 
young zephyrs wafted on their ambrofal wings the 
aromatic perfumes of the groves and gardens, as if 
charg'd by the flowers to exhale their ſweets to 
him The feather'd inhabitants of the woods (2- 
luted him with their ſofteſt notes, as actuated by 
a lively joy. 

Cain end Abel came under the ſhade while A- 
dam was yet on his knees; They ſaw with. delight 
their father reſtor'd to health. The prayer ended, 
Adam aroſe from the carth; he embrac'd and re- 
ceived the embraces of his tranſported children: 
he kiſs'd, with fond affection, the moiſten'd cheek 
of our general mother; after which, he, Eve, and 


«their daughters return'd to their dwelling. Abel 


then addreiling himſelf to Cain, ſaid, Let us alſo, 
my dear brother, render thanks to God Moſt High, 
who has reſtor'd to our tears our affectionate father. 
I will by the light of the moon, which now is riſing, 
offer on mine altar a young lamb, wilt not thou 
alſo, on thine altar, make an offering ? 

Cain, giving him a gloomy and angry look, ſaid, 
Yes; I will preſent an offering to the Lord of what 
my barren fields afford. Abel, with graceful ſweet- 


\ neſs, reply'd, O my brother! the Lord our God 


counts as nothing the lamb which burns before him; 
neither 
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e neither doth he regard the fruits of the field which 
Fu the fire conſumes. 'Tis the ardent piety that flames 
50 in the heart of the worſhipper, that gives the of- 
[ fering all its value. 


te Cain return'd, The fire of heaven will perhaps 
re conſume thy victim; for by thee the Lord ſent 
” health to our father---I am diſdain'd. However, 


I will make my offering. I am, as well as thou, 
1 penetrated with gratitude. Our father, who is re- 
ſtor'd to our wiſhes, is equally dear to me, as to 
e thee. Let the Lord do with me, miſerable worm! 
ne according to bis good pleaſure. 
* Abel tenderly threw himſelf on the neck of Cain, 


thou make the Lord's having ſent by my hand re- 
lief to our father, a new ſubject of diſcontent? I 
be vas charg'd with this commiſſion for us all. All 

pray'd tothe Lord: the prayers of all were anſwer'd. 
A. Bani from thy boſom, my dear brother !---let me 
entreat thee, to baniſh for ever, theſe gloomy ideas, 
Tie Lord, who ſeeth into. the inmoſt receſſes of 
our puls, can diſcover there unjuſt thoughts and 
ſecret murmurs. Love me, as I love thee. Offer 
thine offering; but ſuffer it not to be defil'd by any 
impure diſpoſitions. May the Lord, O my bro- 
ther | favourably accept thy praiſes, aud graciouſly 
ſhed his bleſſings on thee. 

Cain avſwer'd not; but walk'd towards bis field, 
and Abel looking after him with a pitying eye, re- 
pair'd to his paſtures. Each advanc'd to his altar. 
Abel ſlew a young lamb; laid it on his altar; ſcat- 
ter'd on it odoriferous herbs and flowers, and put 
hre to the offering; then, warm'd with fervent 
piety, proſtrate himſelf before it, and with hum- 
ble gratitude prais'd the Lord. The flame roſs on 
high through the gluom of night, and enlighten'd 
the ſtelds and paſtures. The Lord forbade the 
8 winds 


ic aaying.—-Ah, my brother, my dear brother ! doſt 


” 


* 
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winds to blow, becauſe the ſacrifice was' accept. a; 
able. 
Cain laid on his altar the fruits of the field; put " 
fire to the offering; and alſo proſtrated himſelf be. u 
fore it. Inſtantly a terrific ſound was heard among i b. 
the buſhes. A ſurious whirlwind advanc'd toward; 8. 

the altar; diſpers'd the offering of Cain, and co. M1 
ver*d him with flame and ſmoke. He retir'd trem. Mw 
bling, when a majeſtic voice, proceeding from the Mm 
darkneſs, utter'd theſe awful words, Why trem. ae 
bleſt thou? why is pale fear ſeen on thy viſag:! Han 
There is yet time: correct thyſelf: repent, and | co 
will pardon thy fin: if thou do not, thy crime and Wu 
its chaſtiſement ſhall purſue thee for ever. Why Mto 
hateſt thou thy brether ? he loves thee ; he ho- Mor 
nours thee, with true affection. ſa\ 
Cain, ſeiz'd with horror, quitted the place of ha 
ſacrifice, a tempeſtuous wind driving after him the MC} 
infected ſmoke of the offering. Appall'd with ter- Hine 
ror, he wander'd through the darkneſs. His hean is 
trembled within him; and a cold ſweat fan down 
his face. Caſting his eyes around, be hehe the 
bright flame of his brother's ſacrifice riſing in the 
air in ſpiry waves. At this view, he turn'd aſide 
his head, and gnaſhing his teeth, cry'd, Ah! there's 
the ſacrifice of the favourite ! Fly, mine eyes, this 
'* hateful ſight. Another look would fill my ſoul with 
al! the rage of the infernals.---I cannot help curſing 
i, my heart, this darling of heaven and of all na- 
ture.---I cannot help curſing him with trembling 
lips --But turn, unhappy wretch, turn thy fury on 
thyſelf. Come O death, O deſtruction come, and 
put a period to my miſeries, and my life} Why, 0 
my father, didſt thou ſuffer thyſelf to be ſeduc'd ! 
Ky; O my mother, didſt thou entail miferies on 
thy wretched offspring? Shall I preſent myſei be 
fore you, in the horrors of my deſpair ? Shall my 
| agonics, 
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pt - agonies, my terrors, my inſupportable wretched- 

neſs, ſhew you the diſtreſſes your fatal lapſe pre- 
Vt par'd for your deſcendants? Ah! no. Revenge not, 
be» MW unbappy man-—revenge not thyſelf on a father, by 
ng bringing before his eyes a ſpectacle of ſuch horror. 
rds Seiz d with terror, he would expire in my fight, and 
co- I ſhould, if poſſible, be- till more wretched, The 
m- N wrath of the Lord lies heavy on me. He has curs'd 
the me. He diſdains mine offering. I am the moſt 
m- deſolate creature on the face of the earth. The 
e? animals of the field, the reptiles of the ground, 
d | Mcompar'd with me, are worthy of envy. O Merci- 
and ful God! if it be poſſible, extend thine indulgence 
ſhy Wto me. Turn from me, O God! thy fierce anger; 
ho- {Wor again reduce me to nothing ---But what do 1 

ſay! Oh hard obdurate heart! Correct thyſelf, be 
of hath ſaid, and I will pardop thy pal offences! 
the Chuſe pardon or miſery !---miſery cternal |---miſery. 
ter · Nine xpreſſible] Yes, I have ſinn'd: mine inquitics 
eart{Wriſe above my head : they cry for vengeance. Thou 
»wnlWart juſt, O God! thy vengeance is alſo juſt. The 
thefWfarther-we ftray from the path of perfeCtion and: 
theßzwiſdom, the farther we ſtray from happineſs, I 
ſidemuſt then be. guilty, ſince I am unbappy. I will 
re orſake theſe ways of perverſeneſs. Turn thine 
thiWeyes, O God, from my paſt offences: preferve me. 
vith{Wrom committing new ones. Take pity on me, O 
uy God or reduce me to nothing, 
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HE air was yet moiſt with the dew of night 

the birds ſtill ſlept in ſilence; the ſun bad 

not begun to gild the tops of the hills, or the he- 
vering fogs of the morning; yet Cain, diſtreſs' 
and melancholy, had leſt his cottage. Mahala, ur- 
knowing ſhe was overheard, had wept and pray'd 
for him during the tedious night. The black 
traces of deſpair were too viſible in his countenance, 
to eſcape the obſervation of his affectionate wife, 
She rais'd to heaven her ſupplicating hands. She 
begg'd for him mercy and forgiveneſs. She en- 
treated that the Divine conſolations and grace 
might ſooth and ſoften the heart of her wretched 
huſband. Her lively grief, her intenſe devotion, 
as ſhe fear'd, diſturbing the partngg of her bed, 
were utter'd only in ſighs and tears.., Vet the in- 
articulate expreſſions of her ſorrow had reached the 
ears of Cain, who, unable to bear her grief, wan— 
der'd in the early dawn, His murmuring voice 
reſounded through the profound calm of the field: 
like diſtant thunder. Night odious l night horcibie! 
ſaid he. What black clouds ſurround me? What 
fears! what terrors! When my imagination bega! 
- 3-8 
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to be ealm'd, when gentle ſleep had huſh'd my 
griefs, the voice of lamentation awoke me. Alas | 
I only wake to be replung'd in wretchedneſs. Shall 
I never more enjoy repole ? Why did the pray and 
weep for me? She yet knows not that my offering 
was rejected. Her tears increaſe my diſtreſs.--1 
cannot bear her groans=--they add to my griefs--- 
they chaſe peace from my heart. This day, like 
the laſt, muſt be paſs'd in ſorrow and in bitternets. 
While a ſmile of approbation rewards every action 
of my brother, while he enjoys every ſcothing de- 
light, terror and ſadneſs purſue me. I love thee, 
Mahala,---I love thee tenderly, Thou art dearer 
to me than myſelf, Why then ſhouldſt thou, by 
thy lamentations, fill with anguiſh the few hours. 
of reſt my miſeries have left me? 

He ſtopt under a buſh that grew on the fide of a 
rock; O ſoft ſleep | ſaid he, reſtore me here thy 
balmy bleſſings. Unhappy that I am, weaken'd by 
fatigue and terror, I invok'd thee in my cottage. 
Scarce hadſt thou ſpread over me thy downy pint» 
ons, wheu the voice of ſorrow chas'd thee from 
mine eyes. Here is none to trouble my repoſe, 
except beings inanimate, influenc'd by the wrath 
of heaven, can drive quiet from me, even in this 
diſtant retreat. O earth, which, by a surſe too 
ſevere, requires ſuch painful labour. Alas! I only 
labour to prolongsa life of wretchedneſs :---now,, 
at leaſt, let me on thy boſom find ſome moments 
of reſt, to repair my exhauſted ſtrength. I expect 
no gather happineſs. I know no greater. He was 
filent, He laid himſelf on the fragrant graſs, aud 
the power be had invok'd wrapt him in his (able 
wing. | | 

Anamelech ſecretly follow'd the ſteps of Cain. 
He was now at bis ide. A profound fleep, faid 
the malicious ſpirit, has clo: d his eyes, I will 

G 3 con- 
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continue near him, to accompliſh my purpoſe, and 
accelerate his deſlruction. Come, aſſiſt me, ye 
hovering dreams; diſturb his ſoul with fantaſtic 
0 viſions; aſſemble each image that ean inſpire him 

with fury and diſtraction. Come, envy, with cor. 
4h roſive tooth, hot rage, and every tumultuous paſ. 


1 1 ſion. Thus ſpake the ſpirit impure, and with in- 
A tent malign laid him near Cain. A furious wind 
us aroſe: it howI'd in the caverns of the rocks: it 
by {hook with dreadful roar the buſhesy and rudely a- 
£ gitated the hair of Cain. But in vain it howl'd in 


b4 *. the caverns of the rocks: in vain it ſhook with 
dteadſul roar the buſhes: in vain it rudely agitated 


the hair of Cain: ſleep fat heavy on his weary'd 
eye-lids, and he ſtill kept them clos'd. 
| He beheld in a dream a vaſt field, on which were 
ſcatter'd a number of mean cottages. He ſaw hi: 
1 ſons and his grandſons diſpers'd.,, over the plain, 
4 where they reſolutely expos'd themſelves to the 
; mid-day fun, which darted his ſcorching rays cn 
their heads, Aſſiduous at their painful labours, 


** 


0 


* 


at others, prepar'd the earth to receive freſh ſeed:; 
or ſtooping, wounded their hands with pulling up 
the thorny brambles, leſt they ſhould choke the 
rifing grain, and leſſen the utility of their ſormetr 
induſtry. He ſaw alſo their wives buſy'd in do- 
meſtic labour. He beheld them preparing a ſruga 
7 refreſhment againſt the return of their huſbands. 
4 Elie), his eldeſt ſon, then appear'd before him. 
f He ſaw him lift with difficulty a heavy burtben 
from the earth: he bore it on his ſhoulders, tot- 
tering under the load: the ſweat ſtteam'd from his 
embrown'd face, and ſorrow ahd diſcontent ap- 

pear'd in his eyes. What a life of miſery ! ſaid 

'W liel. How well is the prediction fulfill'd, which 
Hy ſaid, Man ſhall eat his bread by the ſweat — his 
| cow ! 
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brow! Did the Creator baniſh from his preſence 
all the offspring of Adam? or did the curſe affect 
only the children of the firſt-born ? Too ſeverely is 
it felt by us the ſons of Cain: our portion is labour 
and indigence. While in yonder fields inhabited 
by the children of Abel, from which our unnatural 
kinſmen have baniſhed us to theſe barren deſerts, is 
concenter'd all that can give delight to man, There 
the earth ſpontaneouſly pours forth her bounties. 
Thoſe ſons of luxury recline in fragrant bowers. 
Nature herſelf ſeems ſubſervient to their eafe and 
floth. Every comfort, every pleaſure, if pleafure 
is to be found on earth, is the portion of theſe vo- 
luptuous idlers. 'Ihus murmuring, Eliel flowly 
ſtagger'd towards the cottages. 4 
Cain was now carry'd on imagination's ſportive 
wing to a plain enamell'd with a variety of flowers, 
water'd by limpid brooks, which meandring ran 
with ſoft murmurs near aromatic bowers, under 
the ſhade of tufted groves. The banks were de- 


corated with lefty trees, and the clear water refle@- 


ing the vivid colours of their ſeveral fruits, form'd 
a new landſcape. The ftreams, after thus roving 
through the flowery turf, finiſh'd their wandering 
courſe in an ample lake, whoſe glaſſy furface was 
{ſmooth and unrufM'd. He ſaw at a diſtance a ei- 


tron grove, where play'd the wanton zephyrs, fan- 54 


ning with their ambroſial wings the ſweets around. 
The proſpect was terminated by a range of lofty 
hg-trees, which ſpread their exteaſive ſhade over 
the tender flowers. In this delightſul ſpot were 
accumulated all the beauties with which imagina- 
tive fable has decorated the charming vale of Tem- 
pe, of Cnidus's luxuziant land: where roſe, con- 
ſecrated to Venus, a magnificent temple on lucid 
columns, © 


Cain, ſaw in his dream, flocks white as the falling 
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ſnow, ſporting in the meadows, or cropping the 
plenteous herbage, while the indolent ſhepherd, 
whoſe head was encircl'd with a wreath of flowers, 
lay reclin'd under the 3 palm, chanting to 
the ſympathizing object of his paſſion an amorous 
lay. There boys blooming as the Loves, and girls 
ſweet as the Graces, aſſembled under arches of 
interwoven honey-ſuckles and myrtle, where with 
agile feet they form'd the feſtive dance. The bright 
juice of the grape ſparkled in golden goblets, and 
delicious fruits were ſpread on tables cover'd with 
flowers; while the ambient air reſounded with vo- 
cal and inſtrumental harmony. Cain with regret 
beheld theſe children of diſſipation. He ſaw a 
young man riſe in the midſt of the ſportive aſſem- 
bly, and heard him thus addreſs his brethren : I 
rejoice with you, my jocund friends: I rejoice in 
our preſent felicity. Nature ſmiles on us: ſhe has 
united in this delightful ſpot all that can charm the 


„ecepe or raviſh the heart: but to conſerve her boun- 
ties, we muſt again return to labour; and labour 


is troubleſome and fatiguing. Shall our hands, 
form'd to touch the ſoft lute, and ſounding lyre, 
be render'd callous by the drudgery of the field ? 
Shall our heads, which ſo well become theſe en- 
circling roſes, be again expos'd to the ſun's fierce 
rays? No: we will recline on beds of violets under 
the myrtle, while the hardy ſons of earth, the 
brawny inhabitants of yonder plains, ſhall for us 
endure the toil of labour. The men ſhall till our 
rounds, their wives and daughters ſhall be the 
ervants of ours. What ſay ye, my gay companions, 
is the proſpeCt pleaſing ? You ſmile approbation, 
Lend me your aſſiſtance, my dear brethren, and 


ere to=morrow's dawn we will make it a joyful re- 


ality. When the ſun has withdrawn his rays from 
the eartb, and night bas ſpread over it her _— 
| 0 
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of darkneſs, we will march in ſilence to the cottages 
of thoſe ruſtics. We ſhall doubtleſs find them, after 
the rugged toil of the day, bury'd in the arms of 
ſleep, and ſhall eaſily take them captive. Tis true, 
our number is ſuperior to theirs, and you may 
wonder that I recommend Hence, and chuſe night 
for our expedition : but, 'my friends, the men are 
ſtrong : hardſhip and fatigue have brac'd their 
nerves, and defpair may render them deſperate. 
Let us then avoid a battle, in which, if victors, we 


muſt ſuffer ſome loſs, and chuſe the leaſt danger- 
ous method of effecting our purpoſe. The young 


man was ſilent. The whole aſſembly were unani- 
mous in his praifes, and ſhew'd their readineſs to 
join in the infernal ſcheme by loud ſhouts of ap- 
plauſe. | 

A new ſcene now ſtruck the eyes of Cain. It 
was night, and the inhuman artifice was in execu- 
tion. He heard cries of deſolation and terror, in- 
termingled with ſhouts of inſult and triumph. He 


beheld the fields and rocks illumin'd by the flames 


of the burning cottages: by this dreadful light, he 
ſaw his ſons and gsandſons bound, and, with their 
wives and infants, tamely marching before the 

children of Abel, like a flock of bleating ſheep. 
Such was the dream of Cain. He was diſtreſs'd, 
though aſleep. When Abel, having perceiv'd him 
under the buſhes at the foot of the rock, approach'd, 
and with looks of affection, and in a voice of ten- 
derneſs, ſaid, Ah my brother, ſoon mayſt thou 
awake. I long to embrace thee, and to expreſs 
the ſweet ſenſations by which my heart is engroſs'd. 
I love thee, my brother. I ſee with pain thy un- 
eaſineſs, and gladly would remove from thy ſoul 
the fatal jealouſy that embitters thy days. Awake, 
O Cain, awake, that my heart may again know the 
pleaſures of reconciliation. But ſoft, ye impatient 
| wiſhes. 
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wiſhes.— Breathe gently, ye winds: ye birds, ceaſe 
your untimely melody, leſt ye diſturb the precious 
repoſe of my brother. Perhaps his fatigu'd limbs 
require yet longer the reſtorative influences of 
ſleep----But how he lics!----how pale!----how wan! 
His features ſeem'd diſtorted by fury. Why do 
ay diſtreſs him, ye viſions of teftor 2 Leave his 
oul to enjoy tranquillity, ye imaginary horrors, 
Take poſſeſſion of it, ye pleaſing images. Preſent 
to his mind the tweet occupations of domeſtic life 


the tender delights of the huſband and the father! 


May every thing moſt lovely in the creation fill his 
imagination, and ſooth his foul! May he awake 
calm and ſmiling as the vernal morn ! May joy ex- 
pand his countenance, and his delighted heart ut- 
ter its gratitude to the Great Giver of every good, 
in devout praiſe! He ſpoke no more, but ſtood 
ſtedfaſtly looking at Cain, while aſtoniſhment, in- 
quietude, 'and tender love were viſible in his eyes. 

As a fierce lion couching at the foot of a rock, 
(who, though afleep, freezes with terror the trem- 
bling traveller, and obliges him to take a wide cir- 
Cuit to avoid the dreadful beaſt), if the murderous 
arrow, in its rapid light, pierces his ſide, ſudden- 
ly. ſtarts, and, with dreadful roar, ſecks his enemy. 
He foams. He rages. His blazing eyes menace 
deſtruſtion. 'The firſt object he meets is the victim 
of bis fury; perhaps an innocent child, playing on 
the graſs with the variegated flowers. Not leſs 
terrible roſe Cain. His eyes were inflam'd, and 
rancour fat on his pallid cheek. A ſtorm of wrath 
was gathering. The cloud burſt. He ſtamp'd his 
foot on the ground. Open, O earth! be ery'd, 
Open, O earth! and hide me—hide me frem my 
miſeries in thy loweſt abyſs. My life is one con- 
tinu'd round of diſtreſs and torture; and, as if this 
were not enough, I ſce—inſupportable es * 
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I ſee that my children ſhall one day inherit my mi- 
ſeries. But | implore in vain, thou wilt not open. 
The Almighty Avenger reſtrains thee, I mult, 
ſuch is his will, I muſt be wreiched. And that 
future evils may diſtuch ray ſcanty enjoyment of 
preſent good, he himſelf draws aſide the veil, 
Curs'd be the hour when my mether, by my birth, 
gave the firſt proof of her ſad fertility! Curs'd be 
the place where ſhe firſt felt the pangs of child- 
birth! may all its products prrith ! may he that 
ſhall ſow it loſe his grain and his labour ! may ſud- 
den terror ſtrike even to the bones, all who ſhall 
paſs over it. 

Theſe were the impre-ations of Cain. When 
Abel, pale as the ſculptur'd marble, ventur'd to 
approach him with flow and unſteady ſtep, My 
brother! ſaid he, in a trembling voice: No—O my 
God—horror freezes my blood=--one of the ſediti- 
ous ſpirits, whom the Eternal precipitated from 
heaven, has ſurely taken his form, under which he 
utters his blaſphemies !---Where art thou, my bro- 
ther ?---I fly to ſeek thee---to bleſs thee,--- Where 
art thou, my brother ? 

Here I am, cry'd Cain, in a voice of thunder: 
here am I, thou ſoft favourite---thou dear minion 
of the vengeful Eternal, and of all nature---thou, 
whoſe viperous face are one day ſolely to ingroſs 
all the felicity of this world. Yes, ſo it muſt be. 
It is fit there ſhould be a tribe of ſlaves, as beaſts 
of burden to the favourite lineage. Their delicate 
limbs muſt not endure the hardſhips of labour. 
Form'd only for voluptuous idleneſs, theſe ſons of 
floth muſt recline in ſhady bowers, while—the 
rage of hell is in my heart--Cannot I 

Cain [-.-my brother! ſaid Abel, interrupting 
him, with a voice and look that at once exprefs'd 
his horror, affection, and aſtoniſhment, What ter- 
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rifying dream has troubled thy foul ? I ſought thee 
in the early dawn. I came to embrace thee at the 
ſpringing day. But how do findthee agitated? how 
doſt thou return my tender love? When, Oh when, 
my deareſt brother ! ſhall peace, ſhall amity bleſs 
our dwellings? When will come the happy day 
a day after which our indulgent parents fo ardently 
long, when fraternal affection and focial joy ſhall 
be firmly re-eſtabliſhed ? O Cain! Cain! canſt thou 
ſo ſoon forget the pleaſures of reconciliation, of 
which thou ſeem'dſt ſo ſenſible, when, in a rapture 
of joy and friendſhip, I flew into thine arms. Have 
I offended thee, my brother? — Unknowingly have 
I offended the? then---Dut why doſt thou caſt on 
me ſuch furious looks ? By all that is ſacred, I con- 
jure thee to forget my involuntary fault, and re- 
ceive my embraces. As Abel pronounc'd the laſt 
words, he ſtoop'd to claſp the knees of his brother; 
but Cain itarted back, crying, Ah, thou ſerpent ! 
Wouldſt thou twine thyſelf about me ! At the ſam: 
inſtant, with an arm ſtrengthen'd by rage, he ſwung 
a mafly club, and ſmote the head of his brother, 
The innocent victim of his fury fell at his feet. 
The bones of his head were cruſh'd. He once 
rais'd his dying eyes to his unnatural brother, aud 
giving him a look of pardon and pity, expir'd, His 
blood diſtain'd the waving curls of his fair hair, and 
ran in a ſtream to the feet of his murderer. 

Cain ſtood motionleſs, ſtiFen'd with horror. The 
cold ſweat ran from his trembling members, whilc 
he beheld with agony, the laſt convulſions of his 
expiring brother. The ſmoke of the blood he had 
ſhed aſcended even to him. Curſed blow ! he cry d. 
My brother Awake---awake, O my brother ! how 

ale !---his eyes are fix'd--- The blood ſtreams from 
his head !---Miſferable that I was-—-Ah ! what am! 
now ?---Infernal horrors I- | ; 
Thus 
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Thus he cry'd aloud, and furiouſly threw icom 


0 him the bloody club: then with violence ſtruck his ( 
, temples. He ſtpop'd to the dead body, and en- 

| deavoured to raiſe it from the earth, crying, Abel! 

» ---my brother !---awake ! Ah !--- What tortures do 


I feel ? How his head hangs!---how it bleeds !--- 
y how helpleſs !---Dead l. O anguiſh inſupportable ! 
{1 he is dead. My crime is without remedy. I 1 
* fly---whither fly! My tottering knees will ſcarce t 
of bear me. Having thus ſpoke, trembling, he hid 4 
himſelf among the buſhes, 

The ſeducer, with triumph in his look, remain'd 
near the dead. Elate with pride, he ſtretch'd his 
gigantic.form to its full height, and his counte- 
nance was not leſs dreadful than the black pillar of 
ſmoke, ariſing fromthe half-conſum'd lumber of a 
lonely cottage is to the inhabitants, who, returning 
from their peaceful Jabours, find all their conveni- 
encics, all their riches, the prey of the devouring _ - 
flames. Anamelz:ch ſollow'd the criminal with hig 
eyes, whifea ruthleſs (mile ſpoke his exultation. 
He then caſt on the bleeding body a took of com- 
placency. Pleaſing ſight! ſaid he; I ſee for the 
firſt time this varth wer with human blood. The 
flow of the ſacred ſprings of heaven, before dhe fa- 
tz] hour when the Maſter of the univerſe precipi- 
tated us from thoſe ſeats of biifs, never gave me 
half this pleaſure. Never did the harmonious harps 
of the archangels give me ſuch delight, as the lat 
ſighs of a brother murder'd by his brother. And 
thou, the nobleſt of thy Maker's works; thou laſt, 
beit effort of his creating hand, what a deſpicable 
figure doſt thou now make ? Rife beautiful youth! 
riſe, thou friend of angels! This indolence in thine 
orifons ill becomes the worſhip of thy God! but 
be ſtirs not. His own brother has left him weiter= 
Lig in his blogd, No; that honour is mine. I 
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guided the arm of the fratricide. It is by actions 
ſuch as Satan himſelf would boaſt, I ſhall riſe above 
the vile populace of hell, I haſteh to the foot of 
the infernal throne, The vaſt concave of the fiery 
gulf will reverberate my praiſes, I ſhall move in 
triumph thro? crouds of ignoble -ſpirits, whom no 
hardy atchievement has dignify'd, and look down 
with ſcorn on thoſe who till now were accounted 
my equals, Inflated with arrogance, he turn'd once 
more to glut his eyes with a laſt view of the victim: 
but the hideous traces of deſpair inſtantaneouſly 
diſſipated his ironic ſmile, and effac'd che triumph- 
ant pride which ſat on his expanded brow.  'The 
Lord ,commanded, and he was ſeiz'd by infernal 
torrors: he was overwhelm'd by a deluge of tor. 
ture. He now curs'd his exiſtence: he curs'd e- 

ternity, replete with torments, and yelling fled. 
The laſt ſighs of the dying aſcended to the throne 
of God, and demanded of eternal juſtice vengeance 
the murderer. Thunder was heard from the 
ly ſanctuary. The golden harps ceas'd to ſound. 
The gfernal hallelujahs were interrupted. Three 
times the thunder echo'd through the loſty arch of 
heaven. This awful ſound was ſucceeded by the 
Majeſtic voice of God, iſſuing from the ſilver cloud 
that encompaſs'd his threne. It ſummon'd an 
archangel. The Jucid ſpirit advanc'd towards the 
ſeat of the Moſt High, veiling his face with his ef- 
fulgent wings; and God ſaid, Death has made his 
firſt prey on man. Henceforth be it thy function 
to aſſemble the ſouls of the juſt. I myſelf ſpoke 
to that of Abel when he fell, When the righteous 
man is languiſhing in the cold ſweat of death, be 
thou at his ſide. By aſſuring him of eternal feli- 
city, ſupport him in thoſe moments of anxiety, 
when his ſoul, trembling at the view of his paſt 
'ife, dreads a ſeparation from its duſt. Thou ot 
then 
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then calm his fears, and inſpire him with confi- 
dence, Thou ſhalt turn his eyes from my rigorous 
juſtice, and fix them on my long-ſuffering and ten- 
der mercies. Haſten now towards the earth to 
meet the ſoul of Abel. Thou, Michael, go with 
him, and declare to the murderer the ſentence pro- 
nounc'd againſt him. Thus ſpoke the Eternal, and 
again the thunder thrice echo'd through the loſt y 
arch of heaven. The archangels with rapid wing 
paſs'd through the celeſtial ranks. The gates of 
the divine abode ſpontaneouſly opening to the hea- 
venly meſſengers, they travers'd the doundleſs ex- 
panſe on all ſides reſplendent, amidſt ſuns without 
number, and alighted on the earth. 

The angel of death call'd forth the ſoul of Abel 
from the enſanguin'd duſt. It advanc'd with a 
ſmile of joy. The more pure and ſpirituous parts 
of the body dew off, and mixing with the balſamic 
exhalations, wafted by the zephyrs from the flowers 
which {prung up within the compaſs irradiated by 
the angel, enviren'd the ſoul, forming for is an e- 
therial oody. It ſaw, with a tranſport till then un- 
known, the bright meſſenger coming towards it. 

l ſalute thee, ſaid the celeftia! ſpirit, while be- 
nignity and joy beam'd in his eyes: I ſalute thee, 
O happy ſoul, now diſengag'd from thy encumbet- 
ing duſt, Receiwe my embraces. It is to me an 
increaſe of felicity, that I am choſen by the Moſt 
High to introduce thee into the realms of light and 
bliſs, where myriads of angels wait to hail thee. 
Conceive, if thou canſt, beloved foul! conceive 
what it is to behold God face to ſace—to have 
communion with him for ever. Thou art going to 
experience the riches of his grace, the wonders of 
nis love. Thou wilt ſoon know the immenſe re- 
wards with which he recompenſes virtue. O thou 
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who haſt firſt laid down thy covering of dufl, 0 
be cloth'd in light, ] once more embrace thee. 


Permit me alſo to embrace thee, celeſtial friend, 


reply'd the ſoul; and overpower'd by the ecſtstic 
ſenſe of its beatitude, it reclin'd on the angel. De. 
light extreme —bliſs inexpreſſible ! While my ſocl 
was impriſon'd in the periſhing clay, from which 
it is now releag'd, I meditated in ſolitude, by the 
mild and ſoſt light oi the unclouded moon, on the 
charms of virtue, on the glories of my God. Theſe 
ſublime objects even then elevated me above myſelf, 
and I experienc'd, without knowing it, a faint 
dawn of the felicity I at preſent taſte. But how 
much more attractive now are the charms of virtue! 
How are my ideas of the Divine attributes exalted 
and enlarg'd! What new thoughts ?---What are 
now the beauties of ſpring? O ſun! where is now 
thy dazzling luſtre ? The enraptur'd ſc! again em- 
brac'd the angel, and continu'd to utter its tranſ- 
ports, Eternity is now mine. All ſublunary cares 
are at an end. I ſhall for ever be employ'd in praiſ- 
ing my God, who with unbounded beneficence be- 
ſows never-ending felicity on the ſoul that pants 
after virtue, and delights in the beauty of goodneſs, 
For ever ſhall I exalt his name ! for ever ſhall I en- 


Joy ineſſable bliſs; for I thall ſee him as he is. 


Thus did theſe two happy fpirits interchange 
reciprocal endearments, and the ſweet embrace. 
Follow me, my friend, ſaid the archangel ; follow 
my flight. Let us quit this earth; — here 
can now be dear to thee but the virtuous. Regret 
not to leave them behind; for, aſter a few more 
riſing and ſetting ſuns, they too will partake of thy 
felicity. At preſent the celeſtial choir waits with 
ardent expectation thy coming. Haſte to embrace 

our new friends, and join with them in inceſſant 
hallelujahs to the Eternal. < 
| * 
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I follow thee, reply d the righteous foul. Into 
what a torrent of delight and felicity art thou con- 
veying me! dear and reſpectable friend, whoſe na- 
ture is fo far ſuperior to mine! O my beloved kin- 
dred, whom I leave ſtill embody'd in duſt; who 


muſt ſtill remain in this vale of tears; when the days 


of your lives are fulfill'd, when the hour of your 
diſſolution is at hand, and the celeſtial introducer 
of ſouls ſhall deſcend to meet you, I will accom- 
pany him; for at the foot of the Almighty's throne 
I will beg this grace. With what joy ſhall I ſee 
your pure and holy ſouls rife from this ſcat of cor- 
ruptien, from this region of death! And thou too, 
Thirza, my dear and tender companien! when 
thou haſt yet a litile longer wept over my moulder- 
ing duſt, and haſt rear'd to virtue the infant that 
now but begins to praftle forth its thoughts, thou 
muſt be the prey of death. What rapture ! when 
thy ſoul, quitting the cold clay, ſhall ſip into mine 
arms, 

Thus ſpoke Abel, and rifing in the air began t 
loſe ſight of the earth. As his eyes were-taking a 
laſt look on the dwellings, whoſe inhabitants were 
{till dear to him, he beheld his brother : remorſe 
was imprinted on his countenance : his glench'd 
hands were held over his head : he ſuddenly lifted 
up his eyes to heaven, then, frantic with deſpair, 
ſtruck with repeated blows his throbbing breaſt: 
he caſt himſelf in agony on the earth, and roll'd 
in the duſt, Tears of compaſſion dropt from the 
cyes of the happy, and he turn'd aſide from the 
frightſul ſcene. His heavenly conductor was now 
join'd by multitudes of angels: the tutelar ſpirits 
of the earth ſurrounded the celeſtial travellers: they 
congratulated the ſoul of Abel on its deliverance 
from fin and death: they embrac'd him in ho'y 
rapture ; and having eſcorted him to tlie confines 
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of the terreſtrial atmoſphere, they reclin'd on a 
crimſon cloud, and to the ſoft lute and ſilver harp 
join'd the melody of their celeſtial voices, chanting 
in chorus. | | 

He riſes! the new inhabitant of heaven riſes to 
his native land. Render him homage, ye brilliant 
conſtellations which roll in the immenſity of ſpace; 
render homage, with gladneſs, to the earth, your 
companion. What glory to that opaque ſphere, 
to have nouriſh'd in its duſt a being prepar'd for the 
Joys of immortality ! Glow, ye fields, with brighter 
verdure; reflec, ye bills, a purer light! 

He riſes! the new inhabitant of heaven riſes to 
His native land. Legions of angels await his ar- 


rival at the celeſtial! portals. With what raptuze 


will they welcome theiffnew companion to the ſeats 
of bliſs | They will crown hf with unfading roſes. 
What will be his tranſport ! when he traverſes the 


fHowery fields of heaven, when, under aromatic 


bowers of eternal yerdure, he joins the angelic 
choir in their ſong of praiſe; aſcribing glory, ho- 
nour, power, and dominion to the Source of Hap- 
pineſs, the ſole Principle of all Good! 

Already have we celebrated the day when. his 


- foul deſcended from the hands of its Creator, and 


enter'd into its body of earth. Already, O feſtive 
day! haſt thou been celebrated, and we will ftill 
celebrate thee. We ſaw his young mind improve 
in every virtue. It haſted to maturity and ſtrength, 
like the lily in the ſpring. . We have ſeen with joy 
his aſpirations after perfection. Inviſible we have 
beheld the uniformity of his life, the conſiſtency 
of his ations, We have join'd in his devout praiſes, 


we have ſympathiz'd in his tender ſorrow. His 


virtuous tears have given joy to the angels. Virtue 

was his motiv;/and guide, For ever ſhall he enjoy 

the reward? of virtue. 0 6 
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He riſes! the new inhabitant of heaven riſes to his 
native land. Receive him, ye ſons of light ! crown 


- him with celeſtial roſes! Honour him whom the 


Moſt High delighteth to honour. Yonder, like a 
faded flower, lies the duſt he has abandon'd. Pa- 
rent earth, receive it in thy boſom. Again receive 
the precious duſt. Each ſpring it ſhall produce o- 
doriferous flowers. Each year we will ſolemnize the 
day in which his righteous ſoul quitted the earth, 

Thus they ſung, then, borne on their lucid cloud 
deſcended to the earth. ; 

Cain wander'd in deſpair among the buſhes. He 
rov'd from place to place; but change of fituation 
decreas'd not the horror that had lodg'd itſelf in his 
convuls'd heart. Thus the traveller in vain quick- 
ens his pace; in vain exerts his ſkill and ſtrength 
to avoid an irritated ſerpent ; the reptile purſues 
him with its poiſonous breath it encircles his limbs; 
it fixes its ſting. Where ſhall he fly from torture ? 
Already convulſions ſeize his wounded breaſt, the 
morta! poiſon flows to his heart.” So Cain vainly 
ſtrove to fly his pain. Oh that I cquld no more ſee 
the ſtreaming blood! he-cry'd! I fly, but the blood 
follows, me ti!!.--{ti]] it runs to my feet. Where 
ſhall I fly I- Where ?---Miſerable that I am---His 
laſt look What have I done? The dreadful deed 
is the wark of hell -I already feel its tortures ! I 
have, with him, murder'd his unborn offspring--- 
Ah, what noiſe is that among the buſhes ?--=Why 
ſighs the dead ?--- Away, haſte, feet, far away from 
the purſuing blood---far away from the dreadful 
ſight of death !--- Drag me away, ye trembling 
knees, ſprinkled with a brother's blood to=--hell, 
— theſe words he walk'd with faſt and unequal 

eps. 


A black cloud alighted at his feet, from the midft 


of which iſſu'd an ay ſul voice, ſaying, Cain, where 
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is thy brother ?---I know not—-me miſerable !--- Am 
I my brother's keeper ? anſwer'd he, ſtammering 


and retreating back, pale as the lifeleſs corpſe of 


Abel. Loud thunders now burſt from the cloud; 
the graſs and buſhes blaz'd around him, and Mi. 
chael, the archangel, ſtood before him, array'd in 
terror. On his majeſtic brow were imprinted the 
menaces of the Lord, In his right hand he held 
the forked lightning, and extended his left over the 
appalPd ſinner. He ſpoke, and it again thunder'd. 
Stop, trembler! Hear thy ſentence. Thus faith 
the Lord, What haſt thou done ? the voice of thy 


brother's blood crieth to me. I hou art curs'd on 


the earth, which hath drank the blood of thy bro- 
ther, ſhed, by thy hand. To thee it ſhall be for 
ever barren, and thou ſhalt be a vagabond on its 
ſurface. The terrify'd ſinner was mute and im- 
moveable: his head bent, and his eyes fix'd on the 
ground, while his heart was torn with anguiſh, like 
that of the impious Atheiſt, when God, terrible 
in judgement, ſhakes the earth, and he ſees the 
profan'd. temples and the ſumptuous palaces of fin- 
ners fall into ruins, and ſhake to their foundations: 
while his cars are terrify'd with th- groans of the 
dying, the ſobs of grief, and the ſhrieks of deſpair. 
In this convulſion of nature, thick ſmoke and flames 
burſt from the cleft earth. Wild with horror he 


attempts to fly, He ſtaggers on the tremulous 


ground. He reels. He falls. Equal terror ſhook 
the fratricide. He attempted to ſpeak z but only 
inarticulate ſtammerings came from his trembling 
lips, wuile draad ſtill kept his eyes fix'd on the 
earth. At length he cry'd, in a voice which ſpoke 
his anguiſh, My crime is too great---ah much too 
great, ever to be forgiven! Now, O inexorable 
God! thou haſt curſed me on the earth, and 
Where can I hide myſelf from thy preſence _ 

| 4 


— 


= 2: . 0 h i eG 


Q On aw To © @ -- © 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 93 
Baniſh'd from ſociety---a vagabond-=--the firſt who 
meets me will ſlay me, and rid the earth of an in- 
famous murderer. 

A vengeance ſeven- fold more dreadful than thine, 
ſhall fall on him who ſheds thy blood, ſaid the an- 
gel, ſpeaking again in thunder. Dark diſquietude 
and gnawing remorſe are ſtrongly imprinted on thy 
bro'v, By theſe marks ſhalt thou be known, and 
all, on fteing thee, ſhall quit the path made by thy 
wandering feet, crying, There goes Cain the mur- 
deter. The angel having thus anounc'd the Divine 
anathema, diſappear'd. Thunder again iſſu'd from 
the riling cloud ; a dreadful whirlwind tore up by 
the roots the trees and buſhes, with a noiſe that 
reſen.bled the howlings of a malefactor ſuffering 
under the agonies of penal torture, 

Cain ſtood motionleſs. Deſpair glar'd in his 
eyes: yet fierceneſs was ſtill ſeen on his buſhy 
brows. The furious winds ſhook his erect hair. 
Wild fear, at length, forc'd from his livid and qui- 
vering lips thefe horrid accents. Why bas he not 
annihilated me ?--- Wherefore not annihilated me? 
that no traces of me might remain in the creation. 
Why was I rot blaſted by his lightnings? Why 
did not his thunder ſtrike me to the depths of the 
earth ?--Purt his ire reſerves me for perpctual ſuf- 


ferings---torments without end-=-Detefted by my 


fellow-creatures.--all nature abbors me— J adbor 
myſeli--- Already the attendants on guilt haunt me; 
ſhame, remorſe, deſpair.---Shut out from human 
tociety, baniſh'd from God, I ſhall, while on earth, 
fe& the torments of hell.---I feel them now. Curs'd 
be thou, O arm, which ſo haſtily executed the im- 
_ of paſhon, mayſt thou wither on my body 
1 


ke the blighted limb of a tree] Curs'd be the hour © © 


when a dream from hell deceived me !---and thou, 


infernal fiend, who ſuggeſtedſt it, where art thou 


| now? 
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now ? that F may curſe thee! Art thou return'd to 
hell? mayſt thou there ſuffer inceſſantly what! 
now feel! Nothing worſe can I wiſh thee, This 
is your triumph, ye ſpirits of darkneſs! Gaze on, 
ye devils, and wonder at my miſery !---Spent with 
agony, he fat down on the trunk of a fallen tree, 
and remain'd without ſtrengih or voice, motionleſs 
as the dead. Then ſtarting, he cry'd, Ha! what 
noiſe ie that? it is the voice of murder'd Abel !... 
he groans---I ſee his ſtreaming blood! O my bro- 
ther | my brother | in pity to my inexpreſſible an- 
guith, ceaſe to haunt me! He now continu'd ſit- 
ting in ſpeechleſs agony, fighs only burſting from 
his tortur'd heart. 

ln the mean time the father of mankind, with 
his zmiableTpouſe, having left their cottage, came 
forth to enjoy the fragrance and beauty of the ear- 
If day. With what Majeily does the fun dart its 
lit rays! cried Eve. How they gild the flimſy 
miſt that hovers over yonder field! How charming 


the appearence of the country! Let us walk on, 


Adam, amidſt the dew, till the hour of labour calls 
thce to the field, and me to our dwelling, O my 
beloved, this earth is ſtil] lovely! See, Adam, how 
all tne creatures rejoice : each buſh, each eminence, 
pour forth their melody The beaſts too, how they 
friſl;, and bound, and chaſe each other! with what 
gaicty and life they welcome the morning-rays | 
Adam anſwer'd, Yes, my love, the earth is ſtill 
beautiful, It ſtill bears viſible marks of the preſence 
of God, and of his infinite goodneſs, which our 
folly and ingratitude have not yet been able to ex- 
bauſt, Yes, his mercy, his munificence, exceed 


the power of words to expreſs, are too great for 


the rejoic'd heart to conceive. Let us haſten, Eve, 
through thoſe flowery fields to the Tmiling paſtures 


where Abel feeds his flocks. Perhaps we may find 


"OY that 
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that amiable, that dutiful ſon, chanting his morn- 
ing hymn, and, in devout melody, praiſing his 
Creator. 

Dear Adam, return'd Eve, let us firſt go to the 


i 


field of Cain. 1 have in this baſket brought a little 


preſent for my firſt-born. I have cull'd out ſome 
of the beſt of my figs, and a few bunches of my 
fineſt dry'd grapes. They will be an agreeable re- 
freſhment for hin, when at mid-day he retires to 
the ſhade, faint and fatigu'd with —— Let us 
go to him firſt, my ſpouſe; ſor fain would I eraſe 
from his mind, the idea, that he is not belov'd by 
us with the ſame aſfeCtion that we love his brother. 

How attentive, my deareſt, is thy tenderneſs ! 
reply'd Adam; I will accompany thee with joy to 
the field of Cain. Let us Larry himathy preſent, 
that he may not ſay, all our concern and laye 
laviſh'd on Abel. May the ſerenity of this delights 
ful morning diſpoſe bis heart to the impreſſions of 
tenderneſs! They now redoubled their pace, and 
walk'd towards the open country. How happy;” 
ſaid Eve, as ſhe wan going on; how happy ſhould 
I think myſelf, if when nature thus ſmiles, and a- 
waken every ſentiment of tenderneſs and joy, our 
firſt-born receives us with affection! if his heart is 
open to the ſoft ſenſations of filial love! 

They now came from behind ſome buſhes, Eve 
walking a little before, when ſuddenly ſtepping 
back, ſhe cry'd with a tremulous yoice, Who lies 
there ?--- Adam, who's that lies there ? He lieth not 
like one aſleep His face is on the ground-—Thoſe 
golden locks are AbePs---Adam why do I tremble ? 
Abel, Abel, awake,---awake, My ſon turn to me 
thy face—turn to me thy face. Awake! ah awake 
dear ſon, from a ſleep that freezes. me with terror 
They approach nearer. What do I ſee! cry'd A- 


dam, trembling'and retiring back. Blood ! blood 


Tien. wigkling 
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trickling from his temples. His head is cover'd with > 
blood O Abel! O my fon I my ſon my dear 8 
ſon, cry'd Eve, lifting up, his arm ſtiffen'd by death, : 
0 
f. 


then ſunk pale as the object ſhe lamented, on A. 
dam's throbbing breaſt. Horror and grief depri vd 
tem both of voice, when Cain, frantic with de- 
ſpair came without deſign to the place where lay the . 
dead body of his brother, and ſeeing near the corpſe 
his father motionleſs, and his me rer pale and life. 


leſs in his arias, he cry'd out trembling, he is dead 4 
—] kill'd bith& curs'd e hour, O father of 
men! when a and thou woman! WW _. 
curs'd he the inſtont hou broughteſt me forth. n. 


—᷑Hle is Wend I kild bim repeated he, and fled, C 
Two lovers united by a ſenſe of th:ir — pe- u 
8 enjoying ſweet converſe, ſit near each o- b. 
Se. A tempeſt ſuddenly riſes, the ſubtil light- 
Wn neffart---the blue flame quivers o'er their heads, N 
ach ſtrives to ſugcour each-—alas! in vain—-em- 
bracing till they living ſeem, though void of liſe. 
Thus our firſt parents fat pale and ſilent, without i; 
6G; „except an univerſs] "trembling. Adem 
3 SER. recover'd from this lethargy of ſtupid gris ef. b. 
Where am I? he ery'd, in broken accents. How 
I tremble !---My God ! my God !---Ah, there he he 
lies !---wretchgd father — What horrors ſhake iny m. 
108 ſoul !--- How can I ſupport the dreadful thought! __ 
is brother kill'd him! —he bas curs'd us lO n. 
Abel! O my fon! my veins are chill'd ; my blood th. 
tuns cold. Ah miſerable parent! one ſon has for 
cure d thee, the other lies before thee. embru'd in un 
his own blood, What evils, what torments, have I th. 
I brought on-myſelf, and my wretched offspring? ¶ co 
Ah fatal ſin !---And thou too, Eve, thou awak- 
a How my terrors increaſe ! Art thou dead an- 


y to anguiſh yet, O pa 


ion Fadere thy de-. 
erees, 


© too lam L left — a 
God, in the midit 1 del 
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crees, I revere thy juſtice---l 2m anner. An icy 

coldueſs inſinuates itſelf iyto my beating heart. 

ay _ fail! O death, why delayeſt thou 0 
bel 


O my dear fon! He then again caſt a lool 


on the-body : the tears flow'd down his yenerabl-: 
face, and with them ran the cold ſweet. Thou ar 
laſt awakeſt, dear Eve, ho continu'd: but alas! 
to what inexpreſiible tortures doſt thou awake! Ah! 
what diſtreſs is ſcen in thy weeping eyes, deac 
companion of my miſery ! ; 
Adam, rep'y'd Eve, in a fearful accent is the 
murderer gone? The voice of curfing thunders no 
more—l no longer hear the voice of his curling. 
Curſe me—me alone, barbarous fratricide, I was 
the firſt inner. O my child !—my child *—9 A- 
bel, my deareſt fon !-- She now funk from the 
arms of Adam on the dead. My fone--my on, 
ſhe cry'd, ſpeaking to the inſenſible clay: thine 
eyes are ſix'd, no more they turn on me. Awake, 
awake !=---Alas! I call in vain: he is dead !---Vhat 
is death--the death with which we were-threaten'd, 
when curs'd by God after the fall. Oh infuffera- 


ble torment !---l was the firſt ſinner 1-..0 my buſ- 


hand ! ſpouſe belov'd and dear ! thy tears rend my 
heart, It was I that ſeduc'd thee, Of me---of 
me, O weeping father! demand thy ſon's blood ! 
—Of me your brother, my wretched children !— 
me—me curſe, murderer of brothers! but ſpare 
thy father---l was the firſt ſinner! O my fon! my 
ſon! thy blood rifes againſt me !-..It accufes me! 
unhappy parent! Thus lamented the mother of 
the human race, while her tears ſtream'd on the 
congealing blood. 

Adam caſt on his wiſe looks full of tenderneſs 
and grief: Dear Eve, ſaid he, what exquilite 
pangs thou gav'ſt my burſting he>rt! Ceaſe, Len- 
treat thee, ceaſe thus to torment me! I conjure 

1 thee 


** 


98 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 

thee, by our miſeries, by our tender love I conjure 
thee, to ceaſe thus reproaching thyſelf ! we both 
have ſinn'd, we both are guilty, The bitter con. 
ſequences of our crimes are but too ſad remembran. 
cers of our ingratitude and folly» But the Al. 
mighty, whom we have offended, the God who 
chaſtiſes us, ſtill regards us with a pitying eye--. 
Yes, my Gcd! we are yet allow'd to.ſupplicate 
thee in our diſtreſs, Thou haſt not utterly de. 
ſtroy'd the ſinner. We yet live, Eve, and our 
ſouls are out of the reach of death. It can only 
ſtrip us of this body, ſubject to the pain and prict, 
Our immortal ſcnls will, if we are virtuous, tri- 
umph over death, and enjoy permanent felicity 
in the realms of happineſs and glory, where we 
ſhall behold the light of God's countenance, and 
inceſſantly praiſe him to all eternity. This, my 


beloved, ought to be our conſolation; our great 


conſolation z but--- his murderer is his brother. 
Ah! my firſt-born kill'd his brother! 

Yes, dear ſon! cry'd Eve, her tears flill flow. 
ing; death has deliver'd thee from ſolicitude, pain, 


and grief. Thou art no more expos'd to ſuffer, 


We ſhould wiſh to follow thee. Alas! we mutt 
{till endure tribulations and inquietudes, from 
which thou art now exempt. But can I ceaſe to 
weepy while I remember thy virtue, thy piety, thy 
filial love! O Adam, what a ſight of horror is now 
that precious body! Where are thoſe ſmiles, the 
ſweet emanations of filial tenderneſs, that us'd to 
be ſeen on his countenance! How faded, how li- 


| Ss vid are his bloody cheeks! We ſhall no more hear 


from thoſe lips ſeraphic harmony ! no more have 


our ſouls. rais'd to God by his angelic converſe ! 
no more will they expreſs the endearing ſenſations 
of his heart! Thoſe eyes, now bx'd in death, 


with what delight and tranſport have I fech tbem 


: ſhed 
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ſhed tears of joy, when I have given him ſigns of the 
love=---the inexpreſible love that warm'd my heart, 
charm'd with his ſpotleſs virtue. Ah my ſon! thy 
weeping mother muſt for ever deplore thy death. O 
fin, ſin, dreadſul are thy inroads! what. hideous 
forms doft thou aſſume! Abel !---dear Abel! I thy 
mother, thine unhappy mother---exquilite woe !--- 
am alſo the mother of thy murderer !---Here, her 
{pecch again failing, ſhe remain'd motionleſs on the 
cold corpſe, void of ſenſation. When Adam, with a 
deep ſigh, cry'd, How am I abandon'd ! All around 
me is a gloomy deſart. Nature ſeems to have chang'd _ 
her face. No longer ſhe ſmiles on me. Alas! be 1s 
dead !---he who filled my life with ſoft conſolation, 
ſweet pleaſure and gladdening hope, is no more! 
Dear Abei! is it true that thou art dead! Is it, can 
it be true that it was Cain---that horror of nature! 
who=---O God! thou beholdeſt our extreme deſola- 
tion. Ch pardon, pardon our lamentations! for- 
give us that we lie mourning in the duſt like a worm 
(and what are we more in thy fight?) pardon us 
tho' we mourn in the duſt like the trampled worm, 
half cruſh'd by the heedleis foot of the paſſenger. 

Adam now ſtood pale and ſilent as the ſtatue of 
Grief on a moſſy tomb ſurrounded with funeral cy- 
preſs, At length he turn'd to the body of his mu- 
der'd ſon, and ſtooping to Eve, gently withdrew her 
fecble hand from the corp'e, end pteſs'd it with ar- 
dor to his breaſt.. Eve, my dear companion, awake, 
ſaid he, hanging over her: awake, dear ſpouſe, a- 
wake, Turn thy lonks on me! Ceaſe to waſh with 
thy tears the inſenſible duſt. Sink not thus under 
the weight of thy grief. Has thy forrow for thy ſon 
ſtifled all tenderneſs, all concern for me, thine huſ- 
band ? Turn, dear ſpouſe, turn thy looks on me ! 
It is juſt that we, ſhould feel, keenly feel our loſs; 
that the horrors of death ſhould terriſy us: that we 
"24 mould 
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ſhould mourn the fatal conſequences of our ſin: but 
to be thus overcome by grief; thus overpower'd by 
dejection, is criminal. It is as if we reproach'd E. 
ternal juſtice, as puniſhing with too much ſeverity, 
O Eve; give not way to this culpable deſpair, leſt 
Divine Mercy, irritated by our obſtinacy, ſhouid 
deem us unworthy of conſolation. Eve immediate- 
ly turn'd her ſace from the body, towards Adam, 
aud railing her kumid eyes to heaven, ſaid, For. 
give, O God ! Torgive my grief, pardon my tears! 
Do you, my deareſt ſpcuſe, my love, my life, for- 
give my ſorrow | My diſtreſs is beyond all words! 
yet thou ſtill lov'ſt me---me who ſeduc'd thee to 
commit the crime we now deplore. Theu hate 
me not, though this frightful murder of one of 
thy ſons by the other, is the reſult of my tran. 
grcſhon, Ah Adam! let me weep in thine ari.:s, 
let me once more weep on my child's body, and 
mingle my tears with his blood! She then prelſs'd 
her face, bedew'd with tears, on Adam's hand. 
Thus griev'd and lamented the parents of the 
human race over the firſt dead; when Adam, caſt- 
ing his dejected eyes around, beheld at a diſtance 
one of the celeſtial meſſengers: the fragrant flowers 
which ſprung up at each ſtep, indicated the light 
veſtiges of his feet. His ſerene brow announc'd 
peace: conſolation, amity, and affection ſmil'd on 
his lips and cheeks? and the ſweetneſs of his eyes 
ſpoke ſympathizing complacency. A white vel- 
ture, brighter than the clouds which ſurround the 
nocturnal planet, flutter'd in waving folds on his 
beauteous form. The angel advanc'd towards 
them, while bis preſence ſeem'd to enliven with 
ſreſher verdure the ſmiling country: Eve, ſaid the 
ſather of men, raiſe thine eyes, dry thy tears, ſup- 
preſs thy ſighs: behold! one of the children of 


heaven is coming to comfort us. See with what 
grace ful 
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graceful benignity he approaches! Already a ray 
of divine conſolation has darted into my benight- 
ed ſoul. Already my heart has loſt part of the 
oppreſſive load under which it groan'd, I acqui-_ 
eſce, O my God! in thine appointments; I adore 
thy judgements: with gratitude and love I ac- 
knowledge thy mercies. Weep no more, Eve. 

Riſe, let us meet the friendly angel. | 

Eve, ſupported by her ſpouſe, aroſe, and th 
bright ſpirit ſtood before them. He regarded with 
attention the farſt prey of death; but ſoon turn'd 
his eyes on Adam and Eve, whoſe faces now re- 
flected the luminous brightneſs of the angel; and 
in a ſweet and harmonious voice ſaid, Be blſs'd, 
O ye who are weeping over the ſpoils of death in 
your ſon May ye be bleſs'd! The Moſt High 
hath permitted me to viſit you in your affliction, 
Among the angels who are commiſhon'd to watch 
over and guard he inhabitants of this earth, none 
lov'd Abel more than I. I was conſtantly near bim, 
when the orders of the Eternal did not oblige me 
to be abſent. Whey his exalted ſoul, inflam'd with 
the love of virtue, vented its raptprous icnfatioiis 
in tears of holy joy, or in devout hymns, which the 
tutelar ſpirits diſdain'd not to repeat in their con- 
certs, I inſpir'd him with ſuch ideas of his future 
telicity, as it was poſlible he could be ſuſceptible _ 

of while united to his luſt, Weep not for him; 
mourn not for him, like the children of deſpair. 
He is happy. His immortal ſoul ſurvives. Let 
this ſoften your grief. Death has only detach'd 
it from a weak and frail body. Without interrup- 
tion or incumbrance, he now enjoys whatever can: 
delight a wiſe and good being. His happineſs far 
excceds all you can imagine, while you only ſee 
through the dark medium of the ſenſes. He is 
with the angels aud archangels before the throne 
I. 3 of 
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of God. Yet weep, my friends; he well deſery'4 
your love. Lament your loſs; but let his unſpeak. 
able gain ſoon dry your tears. You are not ſepa. 
rated ſor ever. Soon ſhall the angel of death viſt 
you alſo---foon will you be united to your beloved 
fon, to part no more. The pale king of terror; 
will aſſume, to each of you, a different form: but 
you will receive him as becomes the canditates for 
future happineſs, and welcome him as a friend 
long expected. Liſten, O Adam! to the order of 
thy God. Reſtore this corruptible body to its ori- 
gin the duſt: dig a pit, and cover it with earth, 
Thus ſpake the angel, while benevolence and pity 
EM appear'd in every look and every geſture. Deſola. 
tion fled. Deſpair was no more. Thus the pure 
Vater of a limpid ſpring refreſhes the ſpent travel. 
I ler, who having long trod the ſcorching ſands of 
F-+ the deſart, pants with thirſt, and fainting under 
the ſun's too ardent rays, is ſinking to the earth: 
but no ſooner has he drank the cryſtaline draught, 
than he reſts his fatigu'd limbs in peace on the brink, 
and feels a freſh recruit of ſtrength, He riſes with 
new vigour, and following the fiream's murmur- 
ing courſe through a fertile country, at length ar- 
tives at ſome hoſpitable manſion, whoſe friendly 
proprietor entertains him with generous muniti- 
- cence under embowering ſhades, 
Adam, whoſe ſoul was calm'd and reviv'd by no- 
dle and elevated ſentiments, viewing the dazzling 
luſtre of the angel, as he withdrew, ſaid, Accept 
of our grateful thanks, celeſtial friend! Praig'd, 
prais'd — ever be thy name, O God Moſt High! 
Thy loving kindneſs, thy tender mercies are not 
withdrawn from the ſinner. Thou with compaſ- 
fion doſt behold our diſtreſs: thou commandeſt 
thine angels to enlighten our ſouls, and bring us 
comfort. No longer will we mourn in the duſt--- 
no 
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no longer will we deſpair, like the ſpirits of dark- 
neſs, who are baniſh'd from thine all-enlzzening 

reſence, We are ſtill ſurrounded by thy bounties: 
ſtill permitted to praiſe thee, to ſuppkcate thy fa- 
your, to adore thy wiſdom, to celebrate thy good- 
neſs. Thus ennobled, ſhall we tepine and murmur 
at thy diſpenſations, if the thorns and briers of af- 
fliction are ſcattered in the way of our pilgrimage, 
to the boſom of our Father, the dwelling of our 
God? We cannot, indeed, entirely reſffain our 
tears for the happy deceas'd : we muſt regret his 
being thus ſuddenly ſnatch'd from our embraces : 
but alas! the unhappy criminal ought rather to be 
the object of our grief, the ſubject of our moſt ear- 


neft prayers. O God! what an alleviation would + * 3 


it be to our ſorrows, if we dar'd to hope that thy 


mercy had not caſt him off for ever! O my Max- | 
er! he unbhappy— he miſerable, is the firſt fruit of 


my loins—-the firft whom Eve brought forth with 
pain. Let us not ceaſe, my deareft ſpouſe, to im- 
plore the tender mercies of our God for him. 
We will not doubt his loving kindneſs : we our- 
ſelves were ſinners: we were unworthy of his infi- 
nite grace: yet he has encourag'd us to confide in 
his promiſes. When all trembling we expected e- 
ternal chaſtiſement, little did we hope for mercy, 
But let us not defer to execute the command of the 
Lord. I will carry this dear body to our dwelling, 
and there commit theprecious duſt to the earth! 

O Adam! O my love | return'd Eve; my fowl 


emerges from overwhelming ſorrow z conſcious 
of my own weaknefs, I ſupport myſelf by thy 


ſtrength, as the flexible ivy clings to the firm oak. 


Adam now, by the aſſiſtance of his weeping - 


ſpouſe, liſted the corpſe on his ſhoulders, and ſigh- 


ing under the ſad burthen, ſlowly moy'd towards his 


dwelling, while Eve walk'd weeping by * = 


Ws 
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NY Thirza, whoſe ſleep had been diſturb'd 
br 


by terrifying vifions, open'd her eyes to the 
ight luminary of day, and precipitately quitted 


her bed. So leaps up the affrighted traveller, who, 


ſpent with fatigue, had laid himſelf down under 
the ſhelter of a rock, when a terrifying dream, ſug- 
geſted by his guardian angel, repreſents to him the 
rock falling over his head: trembling be haſtens 
from the dangerous ſpot ; an inſtant after the huge 
maſs falls with hideous noiſe. He ſeeks the com- 
panion of his toilſome journey; but alas! he is 
cruth'd under the ruins. Not leſs agitated was the 
wife of Abel. What frightful images, ſaid ſhe, 
have paſs'd before me, while I Jept ! They reſem- 
ble nothing in nature. Welcome, cheerful light, 
thou haſt ſcatter'd them. Hail ye glowing flowers, 
ſweet objects of my attentive care, your various 
odours, which the morning-ſun exhales, will re- 
freſh my fatigu'd brain; and ye joyous inhabitants 
of the air, your ſoft melody will re-eſtabliſh ſerenity 
in my ſoul. I will join your-morning ſong. I will 
join with reanimated nature in praiſes to the moſt 
High. Creator Almighty! Saviour Propitious |! 


my ſoul, overpower'd by thy goodneſs, can but im- 
perfectly expreſs the immenſity of thy benefits, and 
the extent of its gratitude. Thy evgr-waking pro- 

| | vidence 
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ridence guards thy creatures, when, cover'd by 
the veil of night, ſleep weighs down their eye-lids, 
May my grateful thanks ariſe to thee, O. God! 
Accept from a feeble worm the tribute of praiſe. 

She now leſt her dwelling, and walk'd among 
the opening flowers, whoſe firſt ſweets were dif- 
ſus'd by the morning-breeze. My heart ſtil] throbs, 
ſaid ſhe, ſtill anxiety is lodg'd in my breaſt. What 
mean theſe unuſual fears! an interior trembling 
ſeems to ſhake my very ſoul. My mind is darken'd 


like the heavens, when black clouds ſpread through. 


the expanſe. -Where art thou, Abel? where art 
thou, my beloved ? Deareſt half of myſelf! I haſte, 
puriſu'd by gloomy terrors, to loſe them in thine 


arms. I fly to thee with the ſpeed thou wouldſt fly 


if, benighted iu a dark foreſt, thy feet were wing'd 
by fear, 

Having thus ſpoke, ſhe redoubled her pace, when 
Mzhala ſeeing her, ran from her cottage to meet 
her. I ſalute thee, my dear fiſter, ſhe cry'd ; Whi- 
ther art thou going in ſuch haſte, with thine hair 
diſorder'd without ornament, not ſo much as one 
flower ? I go, reply'd Thirza, to throw myſelf in 
the arms of my beloved. Unuſual terrors have this 
night diſturb'd my ſleep, and my labouring heart 
is ſtill oppteſs'd by fad apprehenſions, which the 
ſerenity of this delightſul morning is not able to dif- 
perſe But though the biooming day, though the 


ſmiles of nature cannot diſpel my fears, I ſhall ” 


loſe them in the gladdening preſence of my huſ- 
band! I therefore run to caſt myſelf in his arms. 
The ſpouſe of Cain reply'd with a ſigh, Happy, 
happy fiſter ! alas! I have no ſuch ſweet reſource. 
I ſhould be loſt to all conſolation, were it not for a 


father who loves me, and a tender mother to whom 


I am dear; were it not for thee my kind ſiſter, and 
thine amiable huſband, Yes, with you I loſe _ 
| 0 
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of the load of woe that Cain's diſcontent heaps on 
my wretched head. To him unhappy! All the 
beauties of nature are only ſources of melancholy, 
and he continually regrets the labour which his 
fertile fields ſo abundantly repay. But my deareſt 
Thirza, above all F lament his unkind and cauſeleſs 
diſlike to our gentle brother. Mahala now melted 
imo tears. Thirza wept alio, and tenderiy embra- 
cing her, reply'd, Penetrated by the ſame idea, A- 
bel and I ſpend many anxious hours in bewailing 
bis inveterate hatred. Our reſource is in the hand 
of heaven. Oſten in ſleepleſs nights we ſend up 
our moſt ferveat petitions to God, that a beam of 
his grace may diſperſe the dark clouds from his 
breaſt; that every bane ful weed may be rooted out 
from his heart, leſt they choke all principles of hu- 
manity and virtue. Ah my ſiſter ! was thy huſband 
kind and gentle, again would peace ſmile---again 


would pleaſuie bleſs our dwellings, and we ſhould. 


no longer with pain behold the brow of our vene- 
rable father wrinkled by care, nor the,eyes of our 
fond mother Iwell'd with weeping, 

Mahala, ill in tears, anſwer'd, This, this is 
alfo the ſubject of my inceſſaut prayer. When the 
earth is cover'd with darkneſs, while all nature is 
huſh'd, I bewail in filence the haiſh obduracy of 
my ſpouſe, and pray to the Lord to mollify and 
ſoften his heart, Sometimes the agony of my foul 
burſts forth, in ſpite of myſelf, in ſobs and groans, 
Then he awakes, -and in a terrifying voice accuſes 
me of depriving him of fleep, the only good he en- 
joys on this wretched earth, ſo ſeverely accurs'd 
by the Almighty Avenger of .. My deareſt ſiſ- 
ter! this too is the employment of my mind, while 
my. hands are buſy'd in domeſtic labour. My inno- 
cent children, playing around me, obſerve my tears, 
and demand with infantine careſſes why 1 weep f 
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Ah Thirza! Thirza! I am faded by grief like a 
young flower, when the thick branches of ſome 
neighbouring tree intercept from it the ſun's all- 
cheering rays. My unhappy huſband this very day 
left our dwelling before the dawn. His looks were 
terrible. Never did I,ſee ſo dark a gloom on his 
countenance. "Anger flaſh'd from his eyes: his 
brows were knit by rage. Frozen with horror, 1 
heard him as he went forth curſe the hour of his 
birth, This, my fiſter, was his ſalute to ſo fine a 
morning. *Tis true, I have not loſt all hope; for 
ſometimes (and thou thyſelf haſt obſerv'd it) his 
virtue breaks through the gloom, and his mind is 
open to the ſoit ſenſations of ſocial love, Then he 
acknowledges that he has mjur'd us, aſks forgive- 
neſs, and ſeeks reconciliation. But alas! too ſoon 
the light withdraws; as in the tempeſtuous days of 
winter the ſun darts a cheering ray, and is inſtant- 
ly hid from our eyes by the cloſing clouds. Let us 
hope, Thirza, that as mild ſpring reſtores light and 
joy to all nature, ſo the heart of my unhappy huſ- 
band may be reſtor'd to light and peace. For this 


we will inceſſantly petition heaven. I have always 


nouriſh'd this hope in the bottom of my heart. 
Thus ſpake Mahala, when Thirza, pale and 
trembling, cry'd, What mournful ſound is that 
it comes fromm yonder trees—is it not the cry of 
pain from yonder trees---O my ſiſter !---Mahala, 
alas! it comes nearer—O my God |—Thirza was 


now finking to the ground, but her alarm'd ſiſter- 


ſupported her in her arms. — 

Adam, with tottering ſteps, was coming from 
behind the trees, bending under the ſad load of his 
ſon's lifeleſs body. Eve walk'd by his fide; ſome- 
times ſhe turn'd her face, faded by grief, towards 
the bloody corpſe; then hid it under her hair drop- 
p ing with her tears. | 15 


Thirza 
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Thirza continu'd pale and motionleſs in the 
trembling arms of Mahala, who was herſelf ready 
to fink under the weight of her ſhe endeavoured 


to ſuſtain, Thus three amiable virgins, (but none 


ever felt ſuch fond affection) in 2 ſummer's eve 
walk hand in hand over the variegated fields. Sud- 
den the thunder roars, the rapid lightning tears 
the earth under their feet : terrify'd they fall : but 
ſoon recovering from their ſarpriſe, two of them 
riſe, the third a cinder. The ſurvivors are ſtruck 
with new horror, more dreadful than that caus'd 
by the thunder. 

This was the ſituation of the two daughters of 
Adam, waen, a little recovering, they beheid the 


| corpſe of him they lov'd. Tue afflicted father had 


laid it on the grafs, and was ſupporting in his arms 
his fainting wife, who, weaken'd by grief, was 
near falling to the earth, Where am I? cry'd Thir- 


za. O my God Where am I ?—How he lies l. 


Abel---why did I awake |--- Hateful light !--- Ah 
unhappy that Tam! Mahala !---Ah me miſerable! 
See, ſee, my lifter, he lies dead I -Sight horri- 
ble !---Light hateful !---Why did I awake ? 

Thirza, cry'd Mahala, in a tremulous voicey let 
us not give way to vain terrors---to mt---to me 
alſo the idea is dreadful as the forked lightning.--- 
Ah! ſhe again faints---A wake, Thirza---awake--- 
Let us go to him. He is not dead : thy voice, thine 
embraces, will rouze him from ſleep, 

After theſe words, the two ſiſters, leaning on 
each other, dragg'd their enfeebled limbs towards 
the body. Oh! my father, Oh ! my mother! how 
they weep !-- What dreadful terrors ſeiz2 me ! cry'd 
Thirza, as ſhe approach'd near the corple. Abel! 
Abel !---my beloved !---my joy---my life !--my huf- 
band !---awake! Ah unutterable wo ! he awakes 
not !--- Abel !---hear my plaintive cries, the yours 


\ 
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of thy diſtreſs'd wife! —She then caſt herſelf on 


the body, to embrace it with extended arms; but 
at the ſight of the blood, and fatal wound, ſhe, giv- 
ing a terrifying ſhriek, fell on the earth without 
voice, motion, or fign of life; pale and cold as him 
ſhe mourn'd. Deſpair was ſeen in her open and 
ſix'd eyes. Near her ſat on the earth, Mahala, diſ- 
ſoly'd in tears wringing her hands, ſhe ſometimes 
rais'd her weeping eyes to heaven; ſhe ſometimes 
fix'd them with eager attention on the bloody corpſe. 

Adam, whoſe deep grief was augmented by the 
ſorrows of his daughters, eſſay'd to conſole them: 
O my dear children! O Thirza! O Mahala! ſaid 
he; would to God that my anguiſh could keep from 
pain the hearts of thoſe I love; but, my bgloved, 
hear me: liſten to the ſoft ſounds of conſolation, 
While Eve and I were weeping over this dear bo- 
dy, an angel replete in beauty, came to ns. He 
was commiſhon'd from the Muſt High to footh our 
ſorrows, Weep not, ſaid he; be comforted. He 
whom you lament ſtill exiſts. He has only left 
this frail covering of duſt, Diſengag'd from a mor- 


tal body, his ſaul is more happy than ye can con- 
ceive, while your ſouls are envelop'd in their earth= * 1 


ly covering. Ye are not ſeparated for ever: in a 
little time ye ſhall be re- united, ye ſhall enjoy with 
him torrents of delight, of which your grofs ſen- 
ſes can give you no idea. Let us not, my Thirza 
let us not, Mahala, profane the funeral of the 
happy, by our inconſolable lamentations---Let us 
not offend the Almighty by our deſpair. | 
Thirza till remain'd without ſenſe or motion, 
while the wife of C.'n, elevating her join'd hands 
above her head, thus expreſs'd her grief: O my 


Father! why do you blame our teafs? Can we for- 


bear to weep ? Can we forbear to lament, while 
he lies before our eyes extended, cold, and dead? 
= O 


| 
i» 


4 


q 
1 
ba ve ſoſten'd the griefs of thy future days! But--- 
11 RR . 

O my mother !---what new wo makes thine eyes 

{3 

1 
Why this horror on thy countenance !---No an- 
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O thou, our couſolation ! our joy! O Abel! thou 
art loſt to us, and our ſweeteſt employment will be 
to weep for thee to the hour of death, Yes, thou 
art in the poſſeſſion of never-ending happineſs and 
glory; thou enjoyeſt that beatitude after which thy 
holy foul fo ardently panted: thou wilt for ever 
join with the angels in their ſong of praiſe to the 
Moſt High. We too hope to partake of thy ſeli- 
city, when our All-Merciful God ſhall call us from 
our ſad exile, this houſe of forrow, render'd more 
deſolute by thy loſs. Ah Abel! ah my brother | 
thou art loſt to us, and our ſweeteſt employment 
will be to weep for thee till the wiſh'd-for hour of 
death. Where wert thou, Cain, my ſpouſe? 
where wert thou, when my brother dy'd | Hadſt 
thou even then given him the fraternal embrace, 
and ſought his forgiveneſs, with what affection 
would he have caſt his weak arms around thee! 
though expiring, he would have bleſs'd thee, and 
implor'd for thee the Divine conſolations with his 
dying lips. What a ſweet relief-would this remem- 
brance have been to thy ſorrows! How would it 


ſtream? O my father! ſpeak---ſpeak, I conjure thee 


ſwer!---O my tortur'd heart! Where —-ſay where, 


O my father i- -ſay, O my mother! where is Cain, 


my huſband ? | 
Eve reply'd, O my child! who knows where, 


purſu'd by divine vengeance---Ah my God !---the 


unhappy---but what do I ſay? I tremble to ſpeak 
it he—be-—ah me, unhapr , mother! Horrid-- 


deteſtable ideas, tear not thus my wretched boſom! 
Ah miſerable Parent that I am! why---he-Al 


my mother! interrupted Mahala, ſpare me not. 
ſpare me not, I conjure thee, O my mother! On 
me, 


ö bee 


ing her, curſe him not, he is thy brother! he is 


Hs 
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me, on me---let the tempeſt fall-—I am already 
cruſh'd; already torn by frightful apprehenſions. 
Cain---O heavens! Cain hag---killd him! cry'd 
Eve. Ah Mahala! Ah Thirza! Cain kill'd him! 
Her exceſſive grief then took from her the power | 
of ſpeech. ' 
Mahala was ſtruck mute with terror. Her im- 
moveable eyes ſhed no tears. The cold ſweat trick- 
led down her pale face, and her trembling lips 
were diſcolour'd. At length ſhe cry'd out in ago- 
ny, He kill Abel !---Cain my huſband kill his bro- 
ther !--= Where art thou, Latrieide? where f- 
Where, Oh where has thy gilt purſu'd thee? Has 
the thunder of God aveng'd thy brother ?- Doſt 
thou ceaſe to exiſt? Where art thou, mot miſe- 
rable.? To what country of deſpair art thou fled, 
ſollow'd by the curſe of God ? Thus rawv'd Maha- 
la, tearing her hair. E 
Barbarous fartricide! vile murderer! exclaim'd 
Thirza; how couldſt thou kill ſo kind a brother; 7 
who, doubtleſs, when expiring under the mortal 
blow given by thy cruel hand, regarded thee with 5F} 
eyes full of love?--- Ah Cain, curs'd cursd be- 
O my ſiſter! O Thirza! cry'd Mahala, interrupt- f ; 


my huſband Rather let us implore-for him the +: 
mercies of God. I am ſure, when falling in . 
blood, the holy victim of his fury caſt on him aa 
eye of compaſſion, and I doubt not but now itters -- | 
cedes for him before the eternal thrbne. - Let our 
prayers aſcend from the duſt, and join thoſe of the |} 
happy. O curſe him not, Thirza—curſe not thy 
brother. 

Whither does the exceſs of my grief tranſport 
me? anſwered Thirza, I did not curſe him, my 
ſiſter. I bave not curs'd the unhappy. Then re- 
clining on the corpſe, _ kiſs'd the blood beſprink- 

. '2 led 
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led checks, the cold and livid lips. She remain'd 
long ſilent, indulging fruitleſs ſorrow, At length 
ſhe cry'd with a faint and interrupted voice, Would 
to God, my beloved, I had, at thy death, kiſs'd 
thy quivering lips; heard the laſt expreſſions of thy 
love feen thy laſt tender lock, and receiv'd thy 
laſt embrace.-.-=Oh that I had then expir'd within 
thine arms !---but alas! I am leſt a prey to unut- 
terable ſorrow, Every object that us'd to inſpire 
delight, will now increaſe my woes. Ye ſhady 
bowers, ye now are deſolate, ye can now only in- 
ſpite me with terror: I ſhall think you aſk for him, 
who in your ſweet retreats was wont to embrace 
me in tender rapture, . The murmuring fountains 
will inquire, what is become of my beloved; left 
ſorlorn, -I can no more taſte of joy. The ſhades, 
the ſtreams, the hills, the plains alike to me are 
hateful. Alas! no more I fee with fond delight, 
him that made all lovely. I ſhall, indeed, ſtill be- 
hold him; but oh diſtreſſing object I ſhall behold 
theſe wan cheeks, theſe fix'd and ſightleſs eyes, 
this clotted blood, this dreadful wound. Flow, 
flow, my tears, for ever flow on this pale face. 
What dignity once appear'd on this faded coun- 


tenance! the charms of ſoft perſuaſion dwelt . 


on theſe cold and ſtiffen'd lips] Every beauty, e- 
very grace ſhone in his lovely form: but his foul 
too pure, too holy to converſe with mortals, to 
converſe with me, is fled for ever! Stream, my 
eyes, ſtream without ceaſing on this wither'd corpſe, 
till my longing ſoul leaves its duſt with his. 

Thus lamented Thirza, while her tears ran on 
the ſenſeleſs body. Eve's grief was increas'd by 
the ſorrows of her daughters. My deareſt children, 
ſhe cry'd, ceaſe, I entreat you, ceaſe thus to tear 
my heart! Your tears, your ſighs and groans aug- 


ment my miſery ; they are to me the moſt cutting 


reparoaches. 
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reproaches. Tis I, 'tis I that have fill'd the ſouls 


of thoſe I love with anguiſh ! My folly, my guilt 
has undone us all! I, alas! introduc'd fin and 
death ! Forgive me, O my children! forgive your 
afflicted mother ! I conjure you, by the pangs 1 
ſuffer'd to bring you into the world, to forgive me! 
Ceaſe to tear my heart by your immoderate ſorrow. 
Mahala and Thirza ran to her: they embrac'd her 
knees, and, with looks of duteous affection, ſaid, 
O our mother! our deareſt mother! who brought- 


eſt us forth with pain! whoſe kind gares guarded 


us in helpleſs infancy! aggravate not our diſtreſs 
by thy deſpair. We meant not, by our complaints, 
to reproach thee, our dear, our tender mother, 
We love, we revereace, we honour thee, but we 
cannot command our grief, it will burſt from our 
boſoms and eyes in ſighs and tears. How can ue 
reſtrain theſe expreſſions of a love the moſt tender 
they are the voice of nature, 

They ſtill claſp'd their mother's knees, while 
their weeping eyes were tenderly fix'd on hers, 


when Adam ſaid, O my beloved! let us no longer ,& 


defer reſtoring this precious dult to the earth, as 


— — 


the Lord our God hath commanded. The lenient * 4 | 


hand of Time will abate our grief and dry our tears. 


Victorious Reaſon will teach us to conquer this un- 
availing ſorrow. We ſhall long, ardently long to 
partake of his happineſs, as the bride wiſhes for the 
day that is to unite her to her beloved. Yes com» 
mit this dear body to its parent earth, reply'd Thir- 
za, turning her pale and faded face to Adam: but 
ſuffer me, © my father | to weep a little longer, ere 
it is hid for ever, on the dear, the precious duſt! 
Suffer me once more to preſs the cold clay to my 
breaſt. At theſe words ſhe threw herſelf with ex- 
tended arms on the corpſe, 


Adam now began * dig a pit in the earth, 


3 white 
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while Eve and Mahala ſtood weeping near him, 
Then the golden-hair'd Eliel, and little Joſiah, 
Cain's two infant ſons, approach'd hand in hand 
to the ſpot where lay the body. Brother---Joſiah, 
— -ſaid Elie], who's that ſobs ſo loud! Let's go near. 
er, brother. Ah that's Abel !- tis Abel, our un- 
cle !---How pale he is !--His hair is all bloody l 
He lies like a lamb going to be burnt cn the altar! 
- My dear Eliel! reply d Joſiah ; fee how Thirza 
weeps for bim {---He don't mind her tears !..--He 
don't look at ber II tremble! I am frighted— 
Let us run to our mother.-—See, ſee, ſhe weeps 
too! They now haſted to Mahala, on the other ſide 
the grave, and clinging about her ſaid, O mother! 
why do you weep ? Why does Abel lie there? Why 
is he all bloody, like a lamb for ſacrifice ? Mahala 
— embrac'd the infants, while her tears ran 
on their little heads; and ſaid, My dear children! 
death has taken the ſoul from the body. It is car- 
ry'd up to heaven, to dwell thete with God and his 
angels, where it will be for ever happy. Then he 
will wake no more reply'd Eliel, burſting into tears: 
He will never awake !---never! He that lov'd us fo 
dearly, and us'd to ſet us on his knee, and tell Jo- 
nah and me ſuch fine ſtories about God, the an- 
gels, and the wonders of nature. Ah brother - 
ah Jofiah ! we ſhall never more hear Abel ſing 
hymns! He will talk to us no more !---He will ne- 
ver, never wake. How our father will weep for 
| Him, when he comes from the field !---How pale! 
| N 75 frightful! The terrify'd children now hid 
', their faces in the ſolds of their mother's veſtment. 
Adam having finiſh'd digging the grave, Wake 
thou, ſaid he to Thirza: wake, my.beloved. Let 
us obey the Divine command, and return the duſt 
to its mother earth, Wake my Thirza, he conti- 
nu'd, and tenderly took her band to raiſe her Nom 
"Th the 
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the corpſe. She had been in a kind of trance on 


) the body of her huſband, and now wak'd from the 

1 holy viſion, Yes, I have ſeen him !---I have ſeen 

7 him! ſhe cry'd as ſhe aroſe. He came to me ſhin- 

„ ing in celeſtial luſtre, Weep not, he ſaid; weep 

- not, my deareſt Thirza ! I am happy. Soon ſhalt 

- thou partake my bliſs in the abodes of felicity and 
glory, where there is no death to ſeparate us. At 

4 theſe words he diſappear'd, having caſt on me a di- 

e vine ſmile; and an heavenly light mark'd the traces 

— * of his feet. Thus ſhe ſpoke, and conſolation ſub- 

8 lime illumin'd her viſage. Inter, O my father! in- 

e rer, ſaid ſhe, this covering of duſt. And immedi- 

! ately went to her mother and fiſter. They all three 

y hid their faces under their diſnevell'd treſſes, while 

a Adam wrapt in ſkins the body of his ſon. He 

n laid it in the pit, and cover'd it with earth, and 

! then ſaid, Let us, my dear wiſe | let us, my belor- 

Fe ed children! adore the Moſt High before this grave 
is of the firſt dead, They now all proſtrated them 
je ſelves before the grave, little Eliel and his brother 1 
8: kneeling on each fide their mother; and the father 

o of men pronounc'd in a loud voice this prayer, witnan 
o- his arms devoutly folded on his breaſt. go. 
n- O thou who dwelleſt in the higheſt heaves, 
— God! Creator ! Juſtice Eternal! Goodneſs Infi- 
ig nite! behold us proftrate before the grave of our 
e- beloved ſon. We ſinners kneel before thee in the. 
or duſt, Oh may our prayers aſcend to thy celeſtiałk 1 
1 throne! Look with an eye of compaſſion on us, 0 
id God! In this valley of death, this abode of ſin. 
it. Our iniquities are great, but thine infinite good- 

ke neſs is ſtill greater. We are polluted in thy fight; 

et Thou beholdeſt our impurities, yet thou haſt not 
Yi turn'd thy face from us: Thou till vouchſafeſt to 
i- look on us in our miſery with a propitious eye. 
N Thou permitteſt us to implore thee, Thou haſt not 


abandon d 
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abandon'd the finner Eternal praiſes riſe to thee! 
Thy works, O God, render thee praiſe ! The beau. 
ties of ſpring, the ſerenity of the heavens ſhew 
forth thy beneficence ; the loud voice of thy thun- 
ders, the rattling hail, the howling ſtorm, proclaim 
thy power, Smiling joy glorifies thee: thy juſ- 
tice is alſo glorify'd by the tears of ſorrow. We 
have beheld the ſon of fin, frightful Death. He 
is come to our dwelling, in a form moſt hideous, 
Guilt led him by the hand, the earth groan'd, and 
black tempeſts gatber'd round the direful pair. The 
firſt fruit of my loins---ah | I tremble---my firſt- 
born has imbru'd his hands in his brother's blood! 
O God merciful and gracious | Though I preſume 
to ſupplicate thee for him, turn not thy face from 
me. O God of Clemency ! caſt him not off for e- 
ver. When he mourns in the duſt for his offences, 
when he trembles at his crime, when, overwheſm- 
ed by torturing remorſe, he weeps, he groans, and 
proſtrates himſelf with deep contrition before thee, 
O my God look with a pitying eye on his miſery: 
commiſerate his deſpair, and aſſuage his a, 
by thy divine conſolations. O my Maker! eaſt him 


not off for ever. RejeQ not, O God ] reject not the 


preſumptuous petition! May our prayers, our cries 
aſcend to thy ſublime throne, from this grave of 
the fut dead. We have, according to thy com- 
mand, reftor'd the periſhing duſt to the earth, 


Hear us Lord I -Lord, hear us! while we cry un- 


to thee in behalf of our firſt-born. Let him not 
periſh in thy wrath: for this grace, O God! we 
will ſupplicate thee at the riſing and ſetting ſun: in 
the Glent hours of night, when all nature is huſh'd 
to reſt, we will implore thee for him O God of 
Conſolation, caſt him not off for ever! Eternal 
praiſes be render d to thee, who haſt receiv'd the 
ſoul of the happy deceas'd into the regions of ne- 

* Ter 


N 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 117 
ver ending felicity, Death has ſeiz'd his firſt vic- 
tim. We ſhall follow one aſter another to the _ 
and filent grave; but ador'd be thy loving kind- 
neſs, ador'd be thy tender mercies, we ſhall like- 
wiſe follow him to the realms of immortality and 
bliſs. O thou who createdft the heavens ! at whoſe 
word this world aroſe from nothing ! they ſhall pe- 
riſh, the heavens and the earth ſhail paſs away; 
but thou art eternal. We dwell in bodies of duſt. 
This duſt ſhall be diſſolv'd; but thou art unchange- 
able, and wilt raiſe to glory the ſinner who deplores 
his crimes, and the righteous man who mourns 
that his vi:tues are mix'd with imperfections, and 
his higheſt attainments ſully'd by human frailty. 
Thou wilt gather them together out of the duſt, 
to beſtow on them eternal joys, angelic purity: for 
---=O promiſe incffable! the ſeed of the woman 
ſhall bruiſe the ſerpent's head. Leap for joy, O 
earth! chant forth the preiſes of the Moſt High, 
all nature, We will gloriſy his name in the midſt 


of calamity. Man is fallen; he is degraded from 


his original dignity : but glory be to God, he hath 
not caſt him off---he has not rejected him forever ; 
his mercy beholds the work of his hands from his 
ſeat of judgement: he fell, whom God created 
upright, yet when, after his fatal tranſgreſhon, the 
ſinner full of anguiſh ſtood trembling in fearful ex- 
pectation of an eternal curſe, and what leſs could 
he expect? then, (let men and angels eclebrate the 
glorious myſtery) then the Almighty pronounc'd 
that the ſeed of the woman ſhould bruiſe the ſer- 
pent's head. Myſtery ſublime | myſtery profound! 
wrapt in an holy obſcurity, which no finite being 
can pegetrate:: but full of divine conſolations, 
The ſinner is reconcibd to God; the offender is. 
reftor'd to peace and hope. Shall man then lament 
in the duſt ; ſhall he groan in deſpair, if the 3 
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of life is alternately fill'd with joy and ſorrow ? 
Death approaches, it ſhall break the ſhackles of the 
ſoul, and free it from the conſequences of a juſt 
malediction. Then thoſe, who, while cloth'd in 
duſt, forgot not their original purity, who lov'd 

virtue, who lov'd God, who kindled in their hearts 
the ſeraphic flame, ſhall be aſſembled together ia 
the manſions on high, to enjoy there inceſſant, e- 
ternal felicity.— I ſee them! the holy aſſembly are 
preſent to my view, numerous beyond computing, 
pure as the flame which deſcends on the ſacred al- 

| tar! They ſtand ſurrounded by angels before the 
| throne. They behold the face of God. They de- 

uicht in his goodneſs. Beatific viſion| tranſpert- 

ing proſpect |-How is my ſoul rais'd ! how is my 

1 heart expanded! Raptures before unknown! O 
| 


\ 
. 


1 


'Y gnodneſs infinite] grace inexpreſſible ! Loſt in thine 
| immenſity, the firſt archangel can but imperfectly 
expreſs his ſenſations: man can---only feel them. 

Adam ceas'd to ſpeak, but continu'd in ſilent ec- 
ſtacy, proſtrate on the earth: his wife and daugh- 
ters ſtiil keeping at his fide. Nature herſelf ob- 
ſerv'd the ſame filence; all was ſerene ; not a cloud 
paſs'd over them through the lucid ſky, 

Now came on © mild evening clad in ſober grey,' 
while every breeze was huſh'd. During this per- 
ect calm, Cain, purſu'd by guilt, was agitated 
with fear, horror, remorſe, and ſad diſmay. He 
i rov'd from place to place, he wander'd in the de- 
i ſarts, till ſpent with fatigue, he ſat down facing 
| 


* 


. 
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the riſing moon, and thus the voice of his deſpair 
diſturb'd the peaceful filence that reign'd over all 
nature. There beyond that dark hill the moon be- 
Sins her courſe, ſpreading around a faint light. All 
4 under the ſtarry expanſe imbibe new life from in- 
= vigorating ſleep: man only wakes. My accurſed 
+ hand has driven from his dwelling peace and — 
; 5 The 
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The voice of grief and lamentation aſcends form 
the cottages. *Tis I— tis I, miſerable ! that have 
brought affliction to their abodes, The cries, the 
roans of my bewailing parents riſe to heaven, as 
fo many accuſations againſt me. This day---this 
accurſed day, hear it, O moon | turn pale and hide 
thy beams. Hear it, ye ſtars! and ſet in darkneſs. 
This day the each has drank the blocd of the firſt 
ſlain, ſhed by my uanatural hand. Henceforth 
withhold from me your precious influences, bright 
luminaries ! Curs'd on the ground I tread, baniſh'd 
c from the cheerful face of man. Hide me in gloomy 
- darkneſs, I have ſhed my brother's blood: 1 have ,, 
'. zorn the heart of him that begat me: I have fill'd 
y with deſpair the breaſt of her who brought me 
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0 forth and nouriſh'd my infancy. Hide me from 
e the eyes of nature, I have trampled on her dictates, 
y I will fly---fly with my miſery, ſad companion, to 
ſome deſart region, where no human foot has 
c mark'd the faded graſs. I will dwell among rocks 
a- and precipices, where putrid water trickles in tears 
b from the ſteeps into the ſwampy abodes of loath= 
1d fome reptiles: where birds of prey build their neſts; 


where ſavage beaſts devour their bloody carnage: = 
alas! even theſCwill abhor me, they kili no bro- | 
thers! Shade me, darkneſs, from the cheering ſky ; 
ſhade me, ſome horrid gloom, from the ſight of e- 
very creature; there let me lament my cruelty ; 
there howl out my deſpair. When fleep over. 
comes me, terrors will preſent themſelves to my 
imagination: I ſhall behold my murder'd brother: 
I ſhall ſee his wounded head---his clotted blood. 
Thus Cain bewail'd his wretchedneſs. He ceag'd, 
and fat abandon'd to mute grief. No bird of night 
diſturb'd the awful ſtilneſs; frighted by ſounds of 
human woe, they fled in filence:-a gentle murmur 
only floated through the air. Again he vents. his 
ſorrowe, 
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ſorfows, and caſti:g his melancholy eyes around, 
he cries, Pity me, ye woods! Weep for me, ye 
fields! no words can deſcribe my miſery, and pity 
is due to miſery, O nature, array'd in beauty! 
grieve for me---for me loſt to beauty and to happi- 
neſs, Mourn for me, each creature; ye taſte, ye 
feel the efficacious preſence of a gracious God, to 
me no longer gracious | I feel his wrath, I tremble 
at his power. He is to me only God the Avenger. 
the Juſt Avenger of my brother's blood. For ever 
will it cry againſt me: my puniſhment is endleſs. 
He was now ſilent for ſome moments, then, with 
4 a deep ſigh he ſaid, I weep ! Can ſuch a wretch as 
I ſhed tears | Welcome, precious drops, ye attel? 
to me, that my miſeries are ſoften'd. The deſpair 
which had ſeiz'd my ſoul, is chang'd to plaintive 
grief.--to weeping — Ah flow, my tear: ! 
receive them, O earth! I am curs'd on thy ſurface, 
thou haſt drank my brother's blood, yet oh receive 
theſe tears that ſhew my unſpeakable diſtreſs !--- 
What new emotions! How is my heart ſoften'd! 
My tears flow faſter---Yes, I will---yes, while 
darkneſs hides me from every eye, I will away to 
the dwellings of my afflicted parents, to poor Tbir- | 
za. I will go to all, and once more fee them 
once more bleſs them. -Bleſs them! the angry 
winds would diſperſe the ſalutations, as they came 
from my polluted lips. Ah fratricide, canſt thou 
pronounce a bleſſing, thyſelf accurs'd ! 1 will how- 
ever go and ſtrive to bleſs them in their griet. I 
will weep before them, and in the duft deplore my 
guilt, and then---yes, then I fly for ever from their 
reproaching eyes. Fly from thee, Mahala! I fly 
for ever from my children! Here his agony Rifled 
his words, and he mov'd towards the cottages, wa- 
tering with his tears the ſolitary way. 
He was now palling a little grove, planted 17 
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ing ejaculations of * grief ---Here— here, 
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the hand of Abel near the ſpring. Cain then re- 
member'd that his brother, when he had complet- 
ed his work, had ſaid with fond affection, Flou- 
riſh, ye trees! ſpread wide your branches! may ye 
for ever bloom ! that under your refreſhing ſhade 
our deſcendants may in affeCtionate converſe relate 
to their offspring, what they will learn from us, 
ſaying, Here Eve brought forth her firſt-born, 
Here ſhe ſooth'd with her careſſes his infant cries, 
him the firſt ſolace in her ſad exile. Here ſhe. 
view'd him with inexpreſſible rapture. She calld 
him Cain, ſaying, From the hand of the Lord have 
I receiv'd thee, The murderer paſs'd by this mo- 
nument of his brotaer's tenderneſs with quicken'd 
ſtep: a remorſeſul ſweat cover'd his averted face; 
his trembling knees could ſcarce ſuſtain his weight. 
Thus, at the ſight of his father's grave, trembles 
the parricide, who with murtherous diſſimulation 
kad invited the good old-man, returning from the 
field, to refreſh himſelf with impoiſon'd viands. 
When he paſſes the tomb, the ruſtling of the trees 
which ſurround it, the odours of the garlands, with 
which his duteous liſters have crown'd the urn, 
raiſe a ſtorm in his guilty heart. ja 

Now Cain had paſs'd the terrifying gtbve, and 
drew near the "cottages. The pale moon ſhed on 
them a feeble light through the trees, and melan- 
choly ſilence reign'd around. He caſt on the dwel- 
lings his weeping eyes: he rais'd his hands to hea» | 
ven; he wrung them in ſpeechleſs agony, Con- if 
ſcious guilt tore his now ſoften'd heart, Trem- , 
bling he ſtood amidſt the dreary ſtilneſs. At length 4 
he utter'd in a low voice this impaſſion'd ſoliloquy, 4 
How quietly deep affliction reſts here !—Ah that ! 
murmur l- Are they not ghs?.--They came from 
the cottages---from the dwellings come thoſe piere- 
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122 THE DEATH OF ABEL. 
ye once cheerful manſions here, trembling in 
darkneſs ſtands the wretch who has made you 
the abodes of ſorrow---Here, purſu'd by infer- 
nal horrors, ſhudders in obſcurity, he who has 
chas'd from the habitations of thoſe who gave 
him life, peace, joy, and every domeſtic ſweet, 
Dare I breathe the air through which aſcends the 
ſighs of my mourning parents, my terrify'd wife, 
my widow'd ſiſter? Dare I appear in a ſpot conſe- 
crated to juſt grief? grief for my crime !---Be 
gone=-=-pollute not the reſidence of virtue. Yes I 
I go---l go far from you---But let my eyes, hag- 


gard with deſpair, yet a little longer behold your 


dwellings. In pity to my unſpeakable anguiſh, al- 
low me to weep here yet a little longer. Suffer 
me to raiſe. to heaven my bloody hands for your 
happineſs. Then I go---Hail, hail ye--Ah wretch ! 
wilt thou profane their ſacred names? wilt thou 
pollute with thy infected breath titles that expreſs 
the ſofteſt ties, the moſt exalted ſenſations of the 
human heart! On that with the gloom of night 
your diſtreſs, your terrors might leave you to dwell 
in my wretched boſom, fit companions in my wan- 
derings, on an earth whoſe curſe I have encreas'd, 
Oh that! alone could endure the puniſhment due 
to my crime! May your memories never be diſturb'd 
by my horrid image! Oh that I myſelf could loſe 
all remembrance of myſelf ! Dreadful wiſh of ex- 
treme deſclation |! 

Cain haying thus ſpoke, remain'd ſtill near the 
cottages. He groan'd, he rais'd his eyes to hea- 
ven; when he heard the footſteps of one advanc- 
ing ſlowly through the gloom. A cold ſhivering, 


like the agonies of death, ſeiz'd his limbs. He 


firove to fly; but in vain he ſtrove: he ſunk down 
trembling,. without ſtrength, among the buſhes, 


Thirza, this fiſt night of her ſad widow-hood, 
| unable 
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unable to ſleep, had quitted her lonely bed. She 
left her cottage, and went to the grave of her huſ- 
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band, where ſeating herſelf on the damp graſs, ſhe 


wept-among the clods. She view'd with fix'd eyes 
the ſtarry ſirmament, then turning to the grave, 
ſaid, Here lies all that made life deſirable: all my 

repoſe, all my joy lies under this earth, which now 
imbibes my tears. Sleep has forſaken my weary'd 
eye-lids: no reſt remains for me. Flow on, flow on, 


my tears, ye are my ſole conſolatiou: my melan- 


chely hours ſhall be ſpent in bewailing thy lots, my 
deareſt huſband !---ſhall be ſpent near thy precious 
remains in gloomy ſadneſs, Tis true I have ſeen thee. 
U have ſeen my beloved array'd in heavenly glory: 
but ah! I am depriv'd of his ſweet ſociety, of his 
tenderneſs, his endearing care, through the remain- 
der of a life of calamity and wretchedneſs. 
vain I try'd-to reſt on the conjugal couch: my ſpi- 
rits forſook me; I almoſt fainted, while the ſweet 
pledge of our love lay by me lock'd in the arms of 
licep. The little innocent ſmil'd in his guiltleſs 
ilumbers. Alas! he knows not yet the woes of 
mortals---he knows not his own irreparable loſs ! 
Ah my infant! I deplore thy misfortune, for ever 
depriv'd of a tender father, an inſtructor of thy 
childhood, a guide to thy youth, and the friend of 
thy riper ycats. Thy wretched mother a prey to 
reen diſtreſs, torn by heart-piercing anguiſh, will 
want the ſtrength---will want the wiſdom to ſupply 
thy loſs. O my child, how are we bereav'd ! how 
is every comfort raviſh'd from us !---Horrid reilec- 
tion! raviſh'd from us by the hand of a brother | 
Where is he? where is the miſerable---where bas 
his remorſe---where has his deſpair driven him! O 
thou Infinite Clemency : God Propitious ! deſpiſe 
not my ſupplication, turn not from ny prayer, 
'd fervour I entreat thee for . 
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plate, to love bim from whom all theſe beauties 
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him. Hear him, O God of Grace and Conſolation, 
when he cries to thee from the duſt--when, in deep 
penitence and ſincere conſolation of heart, he be- 
wails his crime, and implores thy mercy. 

Her agony of ſoul now ſtopt her voice ; but ſoon 
ſhe cry'd, as ſhe rais'd her weeping eyes to heaven, 
Bright ſtar of night, often haſt thou been witneſs 
of our chaſte endearments, when thy ſoſt light il- 
lum'd our path. Often haſt thou been witneſs 
to his ſublime, converſe, when he deſcrib'd the 
charms of virtue; the delights of an approving 
conſcience. Thou now canſt only ſhed thy beams 
on his ſilent grave. Bury'd in this duſt lies every 
human excellence; the conſolation, the hope, the 
joy of his weeping parents! Here ſleeps to wake 
no more, my love, my life, my huſband ! She now 
continu'd long filent, abandon'd to ſpeechleſs grief. 
At length, ſurveying the objects round her, ſhe 
fix'd her melancholy eyes on the fragrant incloſure, 
where ſhe and her dear companion us'd to paſs their 
moſt «delightful hours. Ah! lovely bower ! ſhe 
ery'd; thou now art ſolitary. In vain the pale 
moon pierces thy aromatic ſhades. There, dear de- 
parted. Abel! the ruddy evening faw thee pour 
forth thy ſoul in holy rapture. The remembrance 
of thine intenſe devotion, thy fervent piety, thy 
humble love, has lighted up in my heart a ſacred 
fervour. I will riſe above this grief. The darkneſs 
of my ſoul is diſpell'd by the dear remembrance, 
as the riſing moon chaces from the horizon the 
gloom of night. O my beloved ! in yonder ſweet 
retreat, how hzs devotion animated thine eyes ! 
How wert thou rais'd above mortality, when thou, 
in the joyſul exultation of thine heart, ſaidſt, 
W hat an happineſs is it, my deareſt 'Thirza, to be 
' virt ?*What a privilege to be permitted to ſup- 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 125 


are but emanations! What an unſpeakable felicity, 
to be conſcious that the angels who ſurround us 
approve our actions! What, my beloved wife, he 
added, taking my hand, what delight is there in 
this beautiful creation, that can be compar'd to the 
conſtant aſſurance of the Divine preſence ?---to the 
conſciouſneſs of virtue? To him who departeth 
not from his integrity, who panteth after perfec- 
tion, death itſelf has loſt many of its terrors. We 
know-=-let the ſinner exult in the inexprefiibie 
mercy | we know that it will only ſeparate the bo- 
dy from the immortal ſoul, which, when eſcap'd 
from its priſon of earth, will wing its way to man- 
Hons of eternal joy. O my Thirza! continn'd 
the dear departed ſaint, if I quit my duſt before 
thee---before thee remove to bliſs, ſhort and mode. 
rate be thy grief: weep not long over my periſh- 
ing clay. What are the days of this ſhort life, 
compar'd with eternity We ſhall meet again in 
the rezlms of purity and joy, to part no more. 
Deareſt Abel! I reply'd,” while my tears flow'd, 
neither, If I firſt leave my duſt, do thou give way 
to fruitleſs f@rrow : ſhed not manggtears over my 
ſenſeleſs corpſe. We ſhall, my love, be reunited: 
we ſhall together&@njoy ererlaſting happineſs;-we 
ſhall meet—-Oh eeſtaſy! never, never to part more! 

—0 my ſoul! Kak not under thy grief. Sublime 
are the conſolations offer'd thee. Remember th 
dignity--reflect on thine immortality---look be- 
yond the prefent calamity-rejoice in the ſalvation 
that awaits thee. Didſt thou periſh with the frail: 


body, where would be my hope !---what could af. * 


ſuage my ſorrow ?--- Well might'I lament over this 
grave---well might I pray that an end were put to 


my wretched being-—but---I (hall live for ever! I 4 


will riſe above this diipiriting grief. Yes, my dear 
eſt huſband, if thy ennob.ed ſoul---3i th 
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gelic mind ſtill retaineth any love, any concern for 
my happineſs, thou wilt be pleas'd to know that thy 
precepts, thine example, have inſpir'd me with for- 
titude---have taught me to bear up the unavoidable 
ailictions of mortality. Dear angel! if thou till 
hovereſt over me, thou ſhalt be witneſs to my endea- 
vours to repel this fruitleſs grief: but my tears (till 
flow—I cannot yet command my ſorrow. I muſt a 
little longer weep on ihis precious duſt. I will e- 
rect around the grave an arbour of cypreſs; under 
the melancholy ſhade I will mourn my loſs ; but 
under it too will I contemplate, in holy tranſport, 
on the happy moment, when I ſhall meet my be- 
Joved : when, hke him, 1 ſhall be free from all im- 
purity, all ſorrow, all fin, and eternally out of the 
reach of death. This raviſhing proſpect will---it 
does abate my anguiſh. She now aroſe from the 
grave! but inſtantly cry'd, finking again on her 
knees, O horrid reflection, our brother murder'd 
him; O God of Goodneſs | hear my ſuppligations: 
ſhew favour to the unhappy ſinner : hear him when 
he cries to thee : deſtroy bim not, O God, in*hy 
wrath. Save him, O Gracious God [---Save him 
from eternal perdition. My petitions for his final 
happineſs ſhall aſcend to thee iS the early dawn. 
i wilt pray for him without ceaſing. He is ſtill 
my brother.— , 7 

Cain, the prey of wild deſpair, lay trembling a- 
mong the buſhes. Fly, he cry'd to himſelf, fly 
theſe holy dwellings, odious monſter !---Ah4-I can- 
Not fly. I am ſurrounded by infernal horrors--- 
Leave me, furies, leave — me, trembling 
feet, from this ſeat of virtue. I profane the ſa- 
ered place. Alas | I cannot fly, my ſtrength fails. A 
cold ſhivering has ſeiz'd my limbs.-—Oh that theſe 
were the laſt tremblings of pature ! Unhappy that 
Im, Fſurvive to feel inereaſing anguiſh. . 
er 
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her lamentations pierce my ſoul! O virtue, how 
ſublime are thy conſolations !---all loſt---for ever 
loſt to me. No hope remains---I have ſinn'd be- 
yond forgiveneſs— Ah! ſhe prays! ſhe prays for 
me! for me who have filPd her heart with for- 
row---Unexampled goodneſs | Ought ſhe not ra- 
ther to call down curſes on my guilty head —O tor- 
ture! her virtue, her piety, heightens my deſpair. 
My miſeries are inſupportable. My crime appears 
in all its magnitude. Not the apoſtate ſpirits in the 
loweſt abyſs of hell feel more horror. | hou pray 
for me, Thirza !---Thy raſh vows are all ſuperflu- 
0us.---No, God will not hear thy prayers.---he is 
juſt. Now ſhe retires from the grave of ber huſ- 
band murder'd by my hand. Dare I tread the ſame 
path ?---dare I weep on the traces made by her 
feet f---No---Retire, barbarous fratricide l—-Retire, 
bloody murderer !- from the ſanCtify'd ſpot.---Fly, 
wretch, fly Wk: | 

Hayjng thus ſpoke, he walk'd with haſty ſtep; 
but ſuddenly ſtopping, he Ery'd, O Mahala! how 
can I leave thee How can I leave you for ever, 
O my children! I will in the duſt dgpiore my crime 
before you— before thee, - Mahala, Perhaps thou 
now ſhedd'ſt tears-of, compaſſion Tog, my miſery=-- 
perhaps thou wilt bleſs me flill---But- what do [ 
ſay? curs'd of Wod, who will dare to bleſs me! 
No, hate me, curſe me: I deſerve it--then I fly, 
abhorr'd of all, loaded with the curſe of God, and 
of all nature. Miſery extreme! Anguiſh inſup- 
portable ! I have no power to fly. I come, I come, 
my deareſt wife ! to mourn before thee my guilt 
and wretchedneſs. I will weep at thy feet---l will 
implore thee to forgive my having chas'd peace 
from thine heart, and fill'd thy days with forruw, 
Then=--yes, then---I fly from thee, Mahala,--l fly 
from you, my children. | 3 

5 Cain 
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Cain now paſs'd at a diſtance from the grave, 
and advanc'd towards his cattage. He frequently 
ſtopp'd as irreſolute. At length he came to his 
dwelling ; but ſtood long without, pale and trem- 
bling. Then, with tottering and heſitating ſtep, 
he paſs'd the threſhold. 

Mahala was ſitting on her ſolitary bed, gazing 
with weeping eyes at the pale moon, more pale 
herſelf than that ſtar when envelop'd in clouds. 
Her infants were crying round her. At the fight 
of her huſband ſhe gave a heart-piercing fhriek, 
and fell on the bed ſenſeleſs. The terrify's infants 
graſp'd the knees of Cain, crying, O my father ! 
help our dear mother. She is faint—-ſhe is ſick 
with weeping for Abei---He is dead-—Adam has 
put him in the ground, and cover'd him with duſt. 
Why was you ſo long a-coming home? You have 
work'd a long while. Dear father ! comfort our 
mother. Overcome by the conflict of his various 
paſſions, Cain could give no anſwer to the little in- 
nocents, He embrac'd them. He hugg'd them in 
his arms, while his tears ran on. their faces. Then, 
unable to ſuppagg his anguiſh, he fell on the earth, 
at the feet of F In The children now redoub- 
led their cries, Which awaken'd Mauala from her 
ſwoon. She ſaw her weeping huſband on the 
earth. O Cain! Cain! ſhe cry'd ia voice of deſ- 
pair, tearing her diſhevell'd locks. Mahala, inter- 
rupted Cain, my dear Mahala! forgive me- par- 
don the murderer of thy brother. This once allow 
me to weep before thee this once let me caſt my- 
ſelf in the duſt at thy feet. Ah! I conjure "thee 
to grant me this feeble conſolation=--this laſt hope 
of a miſery that has no equal---only abſtain from 
curſing me. Curſe me not, O Mahala ! I come to 
deplore before thee my miſery aud my guilt ;---then 
I fly far from thee, fer ever I will hide me in the 

deſerts, 


ts. 


deſerts. Curs'd of God, follow'd by his wrath 3 
fly, Oh curſe me not !---curſe not thy wretched 
huſband! | 

Ah Cain ! ſhe reply'd, penetrated with the ten- 
dereſt compaſſion z though thou haſt kill'd the beſt 
of brothers---though thou haſt heap'd inexpreſlible 
miſeries on my wretched head, yet I forget not that 
thou art ſtill my huſband. I pity---I weep for thee. 
Cain anſwer'd, caſting on her a look of tenderneſs, 


2 look that expreſs'd the bitter anguiſh of his heart: 


Fatal moment when a dream from hell deceiv'd 
me ! theſe little ones appear'd before me as ſlaves 


to the ſons of Abel o ſave them from miſery 


and bondage I kilPd him---Curs'd moment I mur- 
der'd the Leſt of brothers, and the bloody deed 
will for erer haunt my mind, and fill it with infer- 
nal horrors, My puniſhment is eternal. Yet, O 
Mahala! I would eſcape thy curſes. Curſe me 
not, my deareſt wife---Curſe me not in my miſery, 
This hour I fly---I quit thee for ever--I quit yoa 


for ever, my beloved children! I fly from you, 


curs'd by God and man. 

The children lamented round him. They rais'd 
their innocent hands in agonv. Mahala ſunk on 
the earth, and reclin'd on her hefband. - Receive 
theſe tears---receive theſe expreſſions of my ſncere 
forgiveneſs N compaſhon, ſhe ſaid, while ſhe 


wept over him, Doſt thou fly, Cain ?---doſt thok, 


fly to the deſert regions? How can I dwell here 
while thou art ſolitary and abandon'd---while thou 
art miſerable far from me? No, Cain. I fly with 


thee. How can I ſuffer thee to be deſtitute of all 


relief in the deſerts {---What cruel in#4ictudes 
would torment me! Every breeze 1 heard would 
fill me with terror! Perhaps he is now, I ſhould 
ſay to myſcif---perhaps he is at this inſtant in the 


agonies of death, without ſuccour, in ſome barren - 


wild. 
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wild. She was ſilent, and Cain, with a look of a- 
ttamſhment, cry'd, What do I hear? Is it thou, 
Mahala ? Is it thou thyſelf, or does a dream again 
deceive me? It is, it is my dear, my virtuous wife! 
Thy words, Mahala,---thy conſolating words have 
ſoften'd my deſpair. Thou doſt not hate me !--- 
thou Joft not curſe me! it is enough, No, thou 
couragious, thou aſfectionate ſpouſe! thou ſhait 
never ſhare in the puniſhment due to my horrid 
crime.---Thou ſhalt not ſuffer for me the chaſtiſe- 
ments cf heaven. Remain in this abode ſanctify'd 
by virtue, where dwelleth the divine benediction 
I will not render thee miſerable Forget me, Ma- 
naia,--»forget thy wretched huſband, Abandon'd 
by God, I ſhall wander without place of reſt : but 
mayſt thou be happy, mayſt thou be bleſt! No, 
Cain, if thou art miſerable, I cannot here be hap- 
py, repiy'd Mahala. I fly with thee---with thee I 
wander---E will be deſolate with thee---I go with 
thee to the deſert regions. Our children ſhall go 
with us. I will there ſhare thy miſery-—I will try 
to aſſuage it—-1 will mix my tcars of compaſſion 
with thy tears of penitence. I will kneel by thy 
{ide My prayers Call aſcend to heaven with thine, 
Our children proitrate round us, ſhall join their 
voices wien ours. God will not diſdain the peni- 
tent finner. I fly with thee Cain Without ceaſ- 
ing we will pray---without ceaſing we will mourn 
before God, till a ray of his grace illumines thy 
beaighted ſcul, and juſtifies our confidence in bis 
mercy. Hope in God, Cain, He will hear the 
prayer of the penitent finner. | 

O th! cry'd Cain, by what name ſhall I call 
thee? Thou art to me as a gracious angel! A beam 
of divine conſolation has darted into the obſcurity 
of my ſoul! O Mahala! O my wife! now I 472 


embrace thee. O that 1 could make thee -_ 
C 


THE DEATH OF ABEL. 131 
of what I feel ! but words cannot cxpreſs my gra- 
titude cannot expreſs the tender emotions of my 
heart. At theſe words he preſs'd her to his breaſt 
then ſuddenly quitting her, he embrac'd his chil- 
dren: but ſoon return'd to his wife, and again 
claſp'd her to his heart. 

Now, this tender mother, this heroic wife, 
ſooth'd her inſants, and wip'd away their tears. 
She toook her youngeſt child to her breaſt, another 
little 2 held by the hand of his father, while E- 
L1EL apd Jos ian, full of life and gaiety, tripp'd 
befofe them. They left their cottage. Mahala 
with weeping eyes beheld the dwellings of her pa- 
rents, and of Thirza. Be bleſs'd, be bleſs'd, ſaid 
the, O deſolate family whom I abandon ! Soon 
will I return from the place of our habitation, to 
ſupplicate your bleſſings for me—for my dear, my 
penitent huſband. I will ſolicit for bim a pardon, 
She now wept as irreſolute, when inſtantly exha- 
lations, more balſamic than are breath'd from all 
the, flowers of ſpring, furrounded the fugitives, 
and the voice of an inviſible angel from over their 
heads, ſaid, Go, generous wife, I will, in a dream, 
inform thy tender mother of thine heroic courage. 
I will tell her, thou art gone with thy penitent 
huſband to implore merey for him from the Sove- 
reign Judge, 

They now walk'd by the light of the nocturnal 
ſar, They loſt ſight * the dwellings, and ad- 
vanc'd ing the deſert regions, where had a_- 


been imprinted the foot of map. * 
7 V. wy . . wile 
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